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Chapter |. 


The entrance door abruptly opened, blinding Jerry with a bright light and stunning him with a loud music inside 
the house. It seemed, he stood not on the threshold of regular Seattle bacchanalia, but a new unfamiliar world, 


and this sensation made Jerry smile, although he didn't even make out what exactly happened inside. 


"Hey c'mon, dork!" Marty gave a jolt to Jerry suddenly, taking him out of his stupor. After that, Cantrell 
turned back at his friend and playfully bobbed his shoulder. Martin, in contrast to Jerry, forthright came into 
the house, shaking some guy's hand and taking a bottle of beer from somewhere. Moreover, he already gave 
another to Jerry. Cantrell smiled again and nodded not only for Marty, but also to everyone on the party, 
though he quickly realized that nobody was caring about turned up by chance stranger among the cycle of 


faces. 


"Marty!" Jerry couldn't hear even himself because of the music, so he needed to punch his fellow's shoulder 
again to capture his attention. Martin already was talking with two chicks, which looked more like cheap whores. 


Furthermore, there even men were looking like cheap whores. 


"What?" Marty hugged Jerry's shoulder, continuing to smile to girls and not caring about shit that Cantrell 


wanted to say. Then, he casted an eye to somewhere, flinched, and screamed into Jerry's ear. "C'mon buddy, 


l'm gonna put you in touch with somebody. Something like, you know, a local showplace that every tourist has 


to visit. You'll see, anyways.” 

He grinned, noticing Jerry's interrogative look 

Jerry found himself dragged by Marty through the crowd. He knew there was no sense to ask what was going 
on, so he decided to look about, and his height allowed that. A weird mix of people, alcohol and smoke filled the 
house. There were many groups of people of different sizes, and each of it were doing something. Somebody 
was dancing, somebody was sleeping, laughing, pouring whiskey into somebody's throat, kissing and somebody 
were almost fucking midst the house. However, all of this was such organically for an overall picture, so Jerry 
was surprised not by each of the parts of this sodomy, but by an aggregate. 

Finally, he realized that Marty led him to that guy from Sleze. Jerry was at their concert in Tacoma, and 
Layne's look on that party surprised him. Cantrell remembered him looking, again, like a cheap whore. At least, 
with blonde hair. Now he was dark haired, looking less glaringly, despite of long earrings in his ears and lash 
mascara. Staley stood with a few guys and smiled to them all the time. He was silent the most part of 
conversation, sometimes inserting comments and grabbing a half-filled glass of whiskey. 

"Hey, Candy!" Marty didn't go out of depth and hugged Layne at once. Staley just smiled and wrinkled his nose. 
"Hi, Marty." His voice was so soft and hadn't any similarity to what Jerry had heard at the concert. 

Its Jerry." Martin nodded at his friend. "He's new here. From Tacoma, you know, yet just a fucking redneck" 
Staley giggled and looked at Jerry, giving him a hand. 

“Alright, redneck. I'm Layne." 

Jerry looked narrowly at guy before him, shaking his hand. Layne quickly winked to Cantrell, giving him to know 
that his gape-seed took too long and became to awkward pause in conversation. Anyway, Layne has long been 
accustomed to this weird effect, so he just sighed and kept talking. 

"Um, l'm from Sleze. We were in Tacoma not so long time ago, by the way." 


"Yeah, | was there. You.." Jerry stumbled and smiled. "You were fucking cool." 


"Thanks, Jerry." Candy dragged on a cigarette and shrugged his shoulders. Then, looking over Jerry, he giggled 
again "It seems, your friend just disappeared. He's strange a bit, uh?" 


"Mine?" Jerry turned back, really didn't notice Marty and rolled his eyes. "| thought you know him well." 


"| see him a second time." 


"But he just hugged you.. And you remember his name?" 


"Well yeah." Layne smiled softly, taking a sip of whiskey from his glass. Jerry understood that he was just a 
full of a stranger in this company and these three guys with Layne patiently waited when redneck will hang his 
balls out there. Staley was such a sweet guy, but seems he always behaved friendly with new friends. No 
privilege for the random man from the street. Thereby, Jerry thought that the best exit from situation was 
to find Marty. 


"Okay, I'm gonna find this douchebag." Cantrell gave Layne an awkward smile again. "That was really nice to 


meet you, dude." 


Candy waved his hand and smiled in response. Then he turned back to his fellows, which at once grabbed him 
with their stupid stories. Jerry was mad at Marty, who led him to Layne and left him among the hundred 


unfamiliar people. 


"Fuck!" Jerry snapped, pushing people and pouring beer from his bottle down at floor. Finally, he looked about 
and found a good replacement to Marty; there was a table in the corner of the room with snacks and many 
bottles of different alcohol. Cantrell made his way to this paradise across the crowd and took a clear glass. He 
started to entertain himself with a vodka and not so tasty chips, but what's the difference in taste when you 
eat only SpaghettiOs once a day. 


Faces around annoyed Jerry as he darkly looked for Martin. He drank more and more, then even stopped to 
have a snack between sips. After thirty minutes of unstoppable killing himself with a vodka, many things 
streaked in his head. There were «fuck ‘em all, especially this stupid dork Marty» and «it would be really nice 
to find Layne», so Martin came exactly in the moment of first type of Jerry's thoughts. 


"Having fun?" 
"Fuck off, Marty." 


"Well, nothing doing tonight, man, but | believe you'll find a place to stay, don't worry about this." Marty said 
that very quickly, so Jerry needed a time to realize what was going on After successfully realizing, he harshly 


turned to Martin and put his bottle of vodka on the table. 
"Are you fucking kidding me?" 


"No offense, Jerry. Then, you look like chick, an adorable chick, I'd fuck you. You'll find a place." Marty slowly 
backed when Jerry started to nigh to him with as serious look as it was possible with his state. Cantrell 
wanted to kick Marty's ass, despite that in the 10% of cases his potential victims beaten him. But an alcohol 
made itself felt pretty good in Jerry's head. He felt a push and was unsteady for a moment, closing his eyes, 
and, after he opened it again, he didn’t find Marty over there. 


"Fuck, very nice, here are only fucking assholes in Seattle!" Jerry crossly muttered under his breath, 


nevertheless didn't find nothing better than keep drinking. Now this process looked even more confusing, 
because of Jerry's angry face as he thought where he could live for a few days though. He couldn't come 
back to Tacoma, as well he couldn't live with his father after mother's death. Anyway, that moment one more 
shot of vodka forced him to think that he doesn't give a fuck. Fuck it. The main purpose was to get drunk and 


fall asleep somewhere. 
Jerry was on the right way to the target execution until the familiar voice interrupted him. 


"Hey Jerry, are you gonna fuck me hard tonight? I'll be your dirty whore and do whatever you want. Please, 


daddy, | want it so bad!" 

Cantrell choked with vodka and coughed because of burning sensation in his throat. He turned, stared at Layne, 
who dancing neared to him and drank whiskey from the bottleneck. He looked even sweeter with his drunk sight 
and a black cowboy hat he found somewhere. 

"Are you talking to me?" Jerry's voice cracked, making Candy giggle. 

"You see someone else called Jerry beside me, do ya, babe?" 

"Well... what?" 

"Ugh, relax, I'm just kidding." Layne sighed, then stood on the side of Jerry and started to search a clear glass 
on the table. He quickly filled glass with his whiskey and hugged Cantrell's shoulder with one hand, narrowly 
looking at him. "Then how ya doin’, Jerry?" 


‘lm not a fag if you thought." 


"Sure you're not” Layne smiled and put his head on Jerry's shoulder, grabbing chips pocket and starting to eat. 
"Everyone say it at the beginning.’ 


In the normal state, it would be really weird, but at that moment he almost doesn't care. Moreover, he was 


glad not to be alone there and especially to talk with Candy. 
"So where is your, ugh, Marty? You told you gonna find him, but found vodka, huh?" 


"Marty's just a fucking prick!" Cantrell started, trying to pour his glass. "I stayed with him for few days, and |, 
you know, | thought | will for a few more, but | just fucked up, | guess." 


"He's really such a fucking prick” Layne gasped in support of Jerry. Then he took one more shot of whiskey 
and closed his eyes. 


"| don't have anyone in Seattle, you know, Layne. | know few people, but don't you think | haven't asked them 
about a place to live? Nobody can't." 


"Then why did you move here?" Staley's voice was sleepily and tired, but Jerry knew he was listening to him. 


Layne kept his head on new friend's shoulder and slowly drank his whiskey. 
"Quarreled with father." 


Candy had a talent to listen people and look like he's not even interested in their stories. He just picked up his 
head, turned and sat on the table, giving Jerry a drunk warm smile and his empty glass. 


"Pour me another, Jer." 

Cantrell was glad that he and Layne became buddies per an hour of acquaintance and that all this sodomy 
around no longer excited him. All he was excited about was Layne actually. It was very strange how those guys 
left «a local showplace» Layne and made him stuck with some homeless redneck. Again, Jerry was glad and 


didn't care if Staley wasn't. 


He smirked and poured vodka in the glass. Layne, noticing a transparent liquid, loudly gasped and huffily waved 
his hands. 


"Hey man, | asked you for whiskey! | don't want to drink vodka!" 


"That's your problem. You have to be more accurate in your desires." Jerry smiled, taking Layne's glass and 


lifting it to his lips. 

"Then you can drink it by yourself" Candy whispered with a smile and squinted. 

"No, | did my best. Drink" 

Layne carefully wrapped his hand around Jerry's wrist and inclined the glass. Then he gulped down his vodka, 
gasped and frowned, making Cantrell smile again. Staley was sitting, staring at Jerry's eyes for a moment, and 
then he straightened his dark hair and quite unexpectedly said: 

"You can stay with me if you want." 


Seems, Layne always did everything quite unexpectedly, so Cantrell raised his eyebrows in surprise. 


"Yeah?" he smiled and looked at Layne, and when he opened his mouth for response, Jerry quickly interrupted 
him. "Ah, shut up. Whatever. | agree." 


eR 


Cantrell fell on the wayside and laughed loudly, when few guys started to pick him up, screaming, stumbling and 
pouring their bottles. The company of ten young people, seemed, woke up all the streets of Seattle on the way 


to the Music Bank 


Layne walked behind, smiling at staggering and laughing Jerry, who definitely joined the team for last few hours. 
That was pretty nice, because these men might be his new circle of contacts. Next to Candy walked dark- 
haired Greek guy, holding vocalists shoulder with a hand. 


"Everything is gonna be fine, Yanni." 
"Listen, you know him for two hours." 


"More." Layne turned his head and looked at his friend. Then, smiling, he patted Johnny's black hair with his 
hand. "At least, what could happen?" 


"| don't want you to make a mistake, Layne.” Yanni said it very quiet, giving Staley a dead serious look and 
holding his poor shoulder even stronger. "You're too drunk" 


"And you aren't enough. C'mon, Yanni, everything's gonna be fine, honestly.” 


"Hey, why are you both fucking trailing behind, faggots? Damn, Bacloas, you won't take anything from Candy 


anyway!" A loud laugh came again after Nick's voice. 
Johnny rolled his eyes and whispered, worriedly glancing at Layne. "Alright. That's your business." 


Staley smirked and quickly pecked Yanni's cheek. He threw his head back and drank all the whiskey from bottle. 
It worked like a trigger to him, so he ran forward to catch up with the others. Then Layne turned back and 
waved at Yanni, softly smiling, as always. 


Johnny put his hands to the pockets and accelerated his steps a bit. He didn't really want to go with company. 
Besides stupid jokes and anxiety of Layne's decisions, he was pressed by sobriety. In the situations like that, 
absence of alcohol always leads to irritation and fatigue. Yanni looked up from the asphalt to the company and 


noticed Layne, who already tried to clean Jerry's messy jeans after his falling. 


Meanwhile, Cantrell was so happy and felt comfortable among these guys, especially Layne. He just laughed and 
tried to keep balance, because his organism wasn't ready for such quantity of vodka mixed with weed. After 
Candy finished cleaning his jeans, Jerry awkwardly hugged his shoulder, and the big noisy company continued 
going to the Music Bank, sometimes finding indignation on the way. 


Yanni felt so fucking jealous. He didn't like Jerry and couldn't understand why Layne chose him. He behaved like 
an asshole, he was just a stupid rude redneck. Furthermore, Layne and Johnny were old friends, but now all 
Candy's attention belonged to Cantrell. He stuck with this fucker the whole party, got drunk with him and even 
offered him to live together. Johnny couldn't believe that. He knew Staley and his lifestyle well, and Layne would 
never offer anyone to live with him, but something definitely was wrong tonight. Johnny thought this shit 


doesn't bode well for him. Even when Yanni walked alone behind the company, Layne just didn't care and laughed 


at totally screwed and high Jerry. 


However, for the other guys, the way to the Music Bank was really fast and full of fun. Finally, they stopped 
beside building and the company began to diverge. Few people went to their homes, and a few went inside the 
Music Bank. Layne and Jerry obviously belonged to the second group. They burst into the hall and woke up 
Barry, a man with the keys. He winced and sleepily opened his eyes, looking at the company and at the new face 


particularly. 
"The fuck's going on?" 


The company completely ignored poor man Barry, continuing to talk and laugh, and only stoned Jerry nodded to 
him as a way to make contacts here. Barry, to be honest, wasn't excited about this guy, cause he looked really 


stupid, but they both didn't care though. 


Layne slowly walked down the long hallway, saying goodbye to someone on the way. Jerry followed him, holding 
a last bottle of whiskey and trying not to fall again. He was dizzy, but tried so hard to notice all the things 
around him. Few bulbs burned out in the hallway, and he followed Staley in the semi-darkness. He still heard 
door claps somewhere and somebody's laugh. These sounds echoed in Jerry's head several times louder, but he 
kept staring at Candy and following him. Finally, the corridor was empty and they stood there alone in the 
silence. Layne finally broke it, humming something and pulling the key out of his pocket, while Jerry leaned 


sideways to the wall, looking at singer with a broad smile. 


Layne glanced up at Cantrell and lusttully bit his lip. Then he slowly leaned back against the door and drunkenly 
smirked, staring at Jerry's eyes, lips and blonde messy hair. Then Candy slowly looked down at his body, 
covered with strange clothes. After few seconds of gape-seed, Layne handed him the key. 


Jerry took it and came closer to Layne, who still stood, pressing his back to the door. Cantrell started trying 
to get the key into the keyhole with his trembling hand. Layne sighed softly, looking at Jerry's face. He was 
such serious but sweet. Staley just needed a touch when he was drunk or high, and Jerry was the only one 
there. Moreover, he really liked this guy so much. Candy carefully put his hands on Jerry's shoulders and 
leaned to him, gently kissing his neck Man took a deep breath, continuing his tries to open the door. He didn't 
say a word and tried to focus on the keys, but Layne's soft lips and hot heavy breath on his neck almost 
interrupted him. The tongue slowly moved to Jerry's Adam Apple. That felt really nice, so Cantrell closed his 


eyes and gasped, meanwhile key accidentally got in a hole. 


"Layne." Jerry whispered, nervously swallowing, but Staley quickly raised his head and hungrily kissed him in 


response, wrapping both hands around his neck. 


Cantrell didn't mind anyway. Layne's tongue tasted so good, which was odd because of a lot of cigarettes and 
alcohol at the party. Jerry pressed Candy to himself, grabbing his waist with one hand, and opened the door 
with another. Their movements were clumsy as they entered Layne's room, kissing and trying not to hurt each 
other. They dropped some standing on the floor bottles with a clatter and finally fell on the mattress in the 


corner of the small room. It should be painful, but no one felt because of intoxication. It might hurt next 


morning, but no one cared because of the same reason 


Layne found himself lying under Jerry and his hands slid down man's lanky body. He began to unbutton 
Cantrell's blue shirt to the touch, breathing heavily. The room was dark and hot, and only a thin strip of light 


was coming from the half-opened door. 


"Babe, please, close the door." Layne whispered, and his voice was tired and sleepy. He barely smiled, watching 
how totally drunk Jerry slowly stood up and went to the door. Cantrell quietly closed it and walked back to the 
mattress, taking off his shirt and unbuttoning jeans on the way. He didn't think that he was about to fuck the 
man he knew for only a few hours. Some things just happened, and sometimes Jerry liked resulting sensations. 
He slowly sat down on the mattress, running a hand over Layne's chest under his t-shirt, but there was no 
response from him. Jerry leaned down to Layne's face and noticed that Candy was already sleeping, snoring 
softly. Cantrell sighed and collapsed on the mattress between Layne and the wall. However, Jerry didn't give a 
fuck in this condition, he also didn't mind to fall asleep, especially next to that guy from Sleze. Thus, his original 
purpose was achieved. Layne slowly turned on his side, facing away from Jerry, and Cantrell buried his nose in 
his dark hair, which for some reason smelled so damn good. 


Chapter 2. 


Candy woke up from hitting behind. He widened his eyes and immediately shut them, blinded with a bright 
morning sunshine. His new roommate, coughing, ran to the bathroom and after few seconds, Layne heard that 
Jerry had puked. Staley groaned and slowly sat up on the mattress, lazily wiping his eyes and yawning. Staley 
stuck there for a few minutes, trying to recover and looking into the void. Then he stood up and went to the 
bathroom to check Jerry. 


Cantrell sat next to the toilet with an awful headache and burning in his stomach. He felt like somebody 
wrecked all his bones previous night and broke something with his pretty head. Jerry has never drank so much 
before that party, and the hangover actually tortured him. He didn't even recognize when Layne came into the 
bathroom until his hand softly stroked his blonde messy hair. 


"Hey, how ya?" 


‘lm fucking dying.” Jerry whined and looked up at his new roommate, who already went to the sink and started 
to wash his face. He was surprised that Layne was still looking good and seemed felt fine. Maybe he was just a 
little sleepy. However, something was wrong. Not in the appearance or health, but in his look. Cantrell could say 


Layne was anxious, and he probably knew why. 


Sure enough, as Candy stood there and looked at Jerry, he was worried. He thought was the decision to offer 
this stranger a place right or not. At the same time, Layne didn't want to expel Jerry. It would be fucking 
stupid if he just said to him something like ‘hey, sorry, | was totally drunk yesterday, well get out". 


"Are you still sure you wanna live with me, huh?" Layne asked with a nervous smile, trying really hard to hide 


his uncertainty. 

"Yes." 

"Alright" 

Oh, simple guy Jerry, sure you are. If offered - take. Staley sighed and scratched his head, wistfully looking at 
Cantrell, who bent his head to the toilet again and coughed. Finally, Layne's thoughts and awkward pause were 
interrupted, as he noticed a big hole in Jerry's jeans, right on the ass. Candy giggled and shook his shoulder 
softly. 

‘Seems you torn your jeans yesterday when you fell, silly.” 

"What? Where?" Jerry quickly jumped to his feet and looked in the mirror. It would seem that all of his illness 


just has passed. When Cantrell noticed what Layne was talking about, he frowned and crossly growled. "Fuck! | 
don't have anything to wear. Now | have to walk around with a fucking hole on the ass!" 


"Hail not in your ass." Layne chuckled and slapped it lightly before he went out of the bathroom. "I'll find 


something for you.” 


Jerry watched him with an intense gaze. Well, why he should be surprised, they nearly fucked last night all the 
same. And the odd thing was that Cantrell remembered it good, despite of awful hangover. 


As Layne went to find the jeans, Jerry started to brush teeth with his toothbrush very quickly. He didn't even 
ask him, but he also didn't care about it. Cantrell will buy the new one anyway. He managed to do it before 
Layne returned, holding grey and black things. They have the same build and height, so he picked wide jeans and 
random t-shirt for Jerry. 

"Here." Layne smiled, walking out of bathroom again. "Change into fresh clothes and call me." 

After few minutes, he needed to return to see how Jerry was looking in his clothes. And he wouldn't say it 
was bad. Furthermore, it was good. Candy crossed his arms, leaned sideways to the doorway and bit his lip 
with a smile. 

"Woah, pretty much better." 

"Yeah, but..." 

"What?" 


"These jeans are tight a bit, you know." Jerry smirked, watching how Layne's eyes widened. "But this t-shirt is 
good, thanks." 


"But this is the widest jeans | have!" Candy raised an eyebrow, looking down at Cantrells crutch and making him 
confused. "What the hell in your pants, Jerry?" 


The loud knocks to the door interrupted them. Layne left the bathroom, giving Jerry a quick wink. Though he 
distracted, the whole body was still in pain and he felt sick. Plus, these sounds became a reason to return of 
Jerry's headache. Tho' when Cantrell heard the familiar voices, he sighed and adjusted his new jeans, then 
peeped his head from the bathroom. Nick and Yanni were standing there and talking with Layne. 

"Dude!" Nick chuckled, looking at Jerry's exhausted face. "Glad you're already dressed, c'mon" 

Pollock took Jerry out of the bathroom and laughed in surprise. 


Layne's clothes?" 


"You must be more careful when you're lifting somebody who fell, Nickey." Layne replied with a warm smile, 


standing up for Jerry. "He ripped his jeans yesterday.” 


"Hail not his asshole." Nick grinned and slapped Jerry's shoulder. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you, people?" Cantrell frowned and, he didn't know why, but followed Nick, who 


already went out from Layne's room into the corridor. "And where are we going?" 
"To the Pizza Hut. Trust me, even if you don't wanna, you have to eat after wild party." Nick ruffled Jerry's 
messy tangled hair, but then Pollock noticed Cantrells interrogative look at Layne and laughed again, yanking 


him off. "C'mon, man, girls need a gossip. Your beloved girlfriend Candy will catch up." 


Two guys went down the corridor, and Layne and Yanni stood there alone, looking at each other. Staley knew 


what his friend wanted to say, and Johnny knew which doubts tormented Layne. 

"So will he live with you?" 

"| guess." Layne sighed, running fingers through his hair. "I just can't tell him he must get out 

| told you yesterday, man" Johnny's muffled voice disappointed and scared him. Layne didn't want to hurt 
Yanni or make him jealous, but seems he already did. "You were screwed and just made one more mistake. And 


now you regret. | told you." 


"Don't be like my mom, alright?" Layne slowly pulled out a lighter and a cigarette. He burned it and took a long 


drag, looking straight in Johnny's eyes. "Why weren't you worried so much when | fucked with everyone here?" 
Bacolas pursed his lips. He knew his bitching was annoying to Layne, and every time he was annoying this way, 
he just whispered something and looked like a very hurt child However, Layne's last words hurt him too, 


because he didn't even know how much Yanni was worried about this shit. Every time seeing Candy with 


somebody else hurt him. 

"But it's not the same." 

"Right, and this should care you less, Yanni" Layne's voice was soft and calming, as always. He knew that all his 
uncertainty just needed to be hidden deep, deep in his mind. He didn't want Yanni to worry about anything. 
Candy inhaled and shrugged. "Maybe it will be good. He's a nice guy." 


"I have a bad feeling." Johnny sighed and put his hands on singer's shoulders. "I don't want to lose you, Layne." 


"You won't" He smiled and hugged Johnny, closing his eyes and taking a drag again. Yanni wanted so fucking 


much to trust him, but he couldn't. 


"Don't forget about our concert on Friday, Layne." Johnny said quietly. He felt that Jerry will change Layne, and 


if his life will change, it will leave an imprint on Yanni's life too. 


Meanwhile, Jerry and Nick unhurriedly went down the street right to the Pizza Hut. They instantly befriended 


at the party, because had the same characters. Assholes, but nice assholes. And Layne liked them both. 
Only two moments bothered Jerry - not so good health as a hangover effect and tight jeans. 


"Well how's your first night with Layne? He's good, huh?" Nick asked with a wide smile, quizzically looking at 
Jerry. 


"Um... Yeah. Well, normal. Why do you ask?" After this Jerry's response, Nick started to understand that 


something's wrong. 

"Wait, wait, wait. You fucked?" 

"Nah, and we had to?" Jerry choked and nervously laughed. 

"Oh my god. Do you have a dick, dude?" 

Jerry could say he didn't understand anything, so he just scratched his head and with a stupid smile shrugged. 
"There's nothing easier on the planet than fuck drunk Candy Layne." 


"He was sleeping!" Jerry exclaimed, spreading his hands. It was really weird to even talking about this to 
Cantrell, who always considered himself as a heterosexual, but the next Nick's response made him shocked and 


a bit mad. 
"So what?!" 


Jerry frowned and shook his head, crossing his hands. He didn't know why Pollock even cared about that fact, 
but Nick, looking at Jerry's serious face, started to laugh his ass off, and this shit totally angered him. 


"You're just kidding, right?" Jerry hoped it was so, but Nick began to laugh even louder, so Cantrell gave him a 
harshly push. "You know, fuck you!" 


"He didn't let you?" Nick's unstoppable jesting every second more and more irritated Jerry. 

"He kissed me by himself, okay?" Cantrell said it very loudly, not noticing how Layne came from behind. When 
Cantrell heard Nick's whoop of laughter, he knew that shit just happened. Jerry slowly turned back, being ready 
for one of the most humiliating moments. 

"Oh, hil" Jerry's sweet innocent intonation worked like another trigger to Nick, who almost fell on the road after 
that phrase. Layne just stood there and looked right at Jerry, totally ignoring Pollock's laugh. He raised his 


brows and clicked his tongue. 


"Fucked up, ya?" Layne asked softly, and this definitely was worse than if he'd scream at Jerry. "I thought It 


would be our little secret, Cantrell.” 


This accent on Jerry's last name killed him. He quietly sighed and looked down at the asphalt, thrusting his 
hands in the pockets of, by the way, Layne's jeans. Staley was his buddy and Jerry really didn't want to upset 
him, even in little things like this. Candy was sweet and did a lot to him per less than a day of acquaintance. 


"Well, if we have nothing to lose.." He leaned to Jerry and quickly kissed him, making both guys gasp in surprise. 
Layne slowly pulled away, then asked with a smirk "You took my toothbrush, right?" 


That was Candy. Nick even stopped laughing, and Jerry stood there with an absolutely unexpressive face. He 
didn't know how to react and what to say. Happened was too much odd to him. 


"Yeah.. What? Damn, yeah, I'll buy a new for you." Jerry replied, looking at Layne. He nodded with a smile for an 
answer and bit his lip, while his eyes were glued to Cantrell's. Jerry was so strained, standing there before 
Layne; he liked Candy's face and his soft sight, but didn’t like feeling like a fag at the same time. God bless 


Nick, who disturbed the silence and forced two men to look away from each other. 
"Where's Greek, Layne?" 


"Yanni decided to go home. Headache." Layne shrugged and looked at Pollock, smiling at him too. Nick quickly took 
Candy's arm, dragging him along to the Pizza Hut and making Jerry jealous a bit. 


They has been stuck in the Pizza Hut for almost two hours, and this time really helped Jerry to feel better. 
After talking and eating, they met there some guy Steve, who immediately invited Staley and Pollock on the 
home party, and after Layne's supplication, Jerry too. By the way, Cantrell didn't want to go at first, because 
he still wasn't good enough to get drunk one more time, even after healing pizza. Anyway, Nick told that the 
best way to beat hangover is to drink more, so Jerry had nothing to do but agree. In addition, he didn't want 
to sit alone in the Music Bank without Layne. They four got the place for evening and began killing themselves 


with an alcohol, especially Jerry, who wasn't accustomed for Seattle parties. 


Layne never was alone at the parties. There always were many people around him, because he was just, damn, 
the ‘local showplace’. Nevertheless, Jerry for the some reason thought Layne had to belong to him, and the 
constant crowd made him very jealous. Too jealous, so drunk Cantrell decided to find somebody else to having 


fun with. 


And Jerry found some chick, though he couldn't even say was she beautiful or not because of condition. He 
began the stupid conversation with no less stupid flirting, trying to entertain himself and probably make Layne 
jealous too. Sometimes he looked back at Staley, but it seemed he didn't pay any attention for Jerry anyway. 


Indeed, Layne was too busy talking with few men, so he didn't notice that Jerry managed to find himself a new 
company. Candy looked over the big hall of the house, smiling to someone, but not even listening to his bullshit. 
He slowly lifted the glass to his lips, continuing to search Jerry, and just at the moment when he took a sip, he 


recognized Cantrell kissing some bitch in the corner of the room. Layne choked with his red wine and coughed, 


furrowing his brows. He couldn't understand why he felt so angry at Jerry, but he was pretty much drunk 
and didn't want to just stand and think about something. All he wanted was to pull out that bitch's hair and 
scream at Jerry. He harshly put the glass on the table, causing surprise to the people around. Then, realizing 
that his behavior is very weird, Layne apologized, gave everybody strained smile and slowly walked away from 
the company. As soon as he retired, he resolutely went to Jerry, immediately grabbed his wrist and pulled it 
with special emphasis, breaking their kiss. 


"What the fuck are you doing, Layne?!" Cantrell screamed, trying to wrest his wrist from Layne's hand, while 


chick recoiled to the side and raised her eyebrows in surprise. 


"| wanna go home." Staley snapped, not even trying to suppress his rage and not caring what people around 
could think about them. Jerry looked like he was pissed off too, but he guessed Layne was jealous, and this 
fact pleased him deep inside. It was something like sweet revenge, and show to Layne his satisfaction would be 
really stupid, as he thought, so Jerry finally wrested his arm and crossly spat on the floor. Layne's furrowed 
brows and pursed lips made him look like a child again. A child who didn't get his ice cream. He was angry, but 
he didn't know at who mostly - at Jerry, chick or himself. This shit wasn't justified, this guy wasn't his 
boyfriend or something, although Layne was so fucking jealous of him. 


"It would be better if you just said you're faggot and have something with him." Chick rolled her eyes and 
pulled the cigarettes from her handbag. She looked first at Cantrell, who was angered to the core by her 


previous remark, and then at Layne. "You smoke? Any of you?" 


I'm not a fag, you stupid bitch!" Jerry exclaimed crossly, being in touch that everyone here think so, but chick 
just sighed and ignored him. Seems, she often heard something like that. 


"I smoke.." Staley slowly pulled the lighter out of pocket and burned girl's cigarette. She nodded and went out, 
leaving Layne and Jerry alone. They both totally misunderstood what just happened and looked daggers at each 
other. 


"Fuck, alright, Layne, If you're fucking happy right now, we can go home." Jerry grunted and headed for the 
exit, slightly staggered. He stole a bottle of whiskey on his way, and at once began to drink it. Candy touchily 
bit his lip and followed him, even not saying goodbye to anyone. 


When they reached Music Bank, Jerry was totally screwed and often leaned on poor Layne. He almost didn't 
give him a bottle, so there was the huge difference between their states. Candy was all annoyed of this 
situation and his sobriety, so he wanted so much to put Cantrell to sleep and return at the party. Moreover, 
he was regret about his decision again. Yanni was right. Layne felt like he's chained to Jerry. Because of this 
stupidity, now he had to take him everywhere with himself, he had to solve his problems. He didn't want to be 
a babysitter with this fuck, who didn't even learn how to drink per 20 years of life. Jerry was such a burden, 


and Layne didn't care anymore. He had to kick him out. Not now, tomorrow, but he had to. 


Finally, Jerry collapsed on the mattress in Layne's room, while tired host went to the bathroom to wash his 
face. He didn't really want to go back at Steve's party anymore, because he spend himself after the road to 


Music Bank; he needed to hold Jerry sometimes and lifted him few times when he fell. It looks like it was bad 
idea to go there with Cantrell, who wasn't ready to one more intoxication Anyway, now Layne should stuck 
with him here at the middle of the night, and he wasn't happy about it. Meanwhile, Jerry sat up on the 
mattress slowly with his back to the wall, and turned on the old small TV. 


Layne came out of the bathroom after few minutes there and sat next to his roommate with a deep sigh. It 
looked like they both were watching TV, but Staley didn't understand what he watched due to his obsessive 
thoughts. He was sick of Jerry. This was second night together, and both times he was drunk as shit. Well, 
maybe first time Layne was too. Well, maybe the second wasn't his fault basically. So while Layne thought 
about guilt, Jerry slowly put his head on his shoulder. No, no, no, not now. Yeah, Candy's such a sweetie, but 
not this time, when he was full of annoyance. Anyway, pushing Jerry wasn't in Layne's style, so he just sighed 


again, now a bit crossly. 
"Layne?" 
"What?" He replied quietly, trying to concentrate on TV and hide exasperation in his voice. 


"IIl go to Tacoma tomorrow to carry my things here." Jerry mumbled, and Layne rolled his eyes to the back 
of his head. He wanted so much to tell him that he better go tomorrow wherever he wants and forever. "I'l 


be back at Wednesday morning. Today's Monday, uh?" 
"Tuesday." Layne snapped in answer, understanding that he can't manage with himself. 
"Then l'Il be back at Thursday morning.’ 


"M-hm" Layne groaned and closed his eyes, pressing back of his head to the wall. Jerry didn't notice anything, 
he didn't care what Staley may feel. He didn't even asked him if he changed his mind. Well, alright, Layne, it's 
only your fault, you constant stoned fuck. They sat in silence for a few minutes, and only TV made a quite 
noise in the room. This suited Candy; he hoped Jerry fell asleep and shut his mouth at least tonight, but the 


next second he made himself felt. 


"Layne." Cantrell said again, moving his head a bit and making Layne's shoulder hurt. Staley hissed and opened 


his eyes, looking at Jerry's crown at the beginning, and then at TV screen His tone became ever more irritable. 
"What now?" 


"| moved here because my mom died from a cancer. | loved her so much." Cantrell mumbled again, but now his 
voice cracked. Layne couldn't see Jerry's face, but he heard he sobbed a bit. "I can no longer live with father 
after her death. This changed everything. | had to move somewhere, | moved here with no money and friends, 
and then | met you. You know, I'm a fucking guitarist, and | don't even have an electric guitar. | always had to 


borrow it from someone. Layne, l'm... Fuck, I'm very grateful to you." 


This really changed everything. Layne was such an emotional boy, so all his irritation passed as he heard these 


heartbreaking things. He couldn't even suggest, which problems this spunky weird guy had to solve. Layne 
guessed, his mom died recently, and Jerry hasn't recovered from the shock yet, but he tried so hard. 


Layne felt guilty for thoughts about kicking him out. He couldn't wonder how one more shit would break Jerry, 
and this made Candy feel himself nothing but a fucking moron. He was so ashamed and embarrassed. 


‘lm sorry, honey." He whispered softly, tilting his head to Jerry's. "And sorry for what | did at the party." 


But Jerry didn't answer. Layne sighed quietly and stared at TV again, until he heard snores. 


Chapter 3. 


Henry smirked as Layne's hot tongue tickled his nipple. He ran his fingers through boy's dark hair and he slowly 
raised Candy's head. Staley pouted, pinching it with two fingers lightly, and gave his lover an offensive look. 


"Don't you like it?" 


"| like everything you do, Layne." Henry smiled, but the next moment he loudly gasped as Layne quickly bite his 


ripple. "Fucking whore!" 


Candy giggled and became under him, after Henry harshly overturned and pressed singer's body to the 
mattress. He liked these moments in the mornings. Laying and fooling around with somebody after a hard right 
was the best thing in the world, and this guy was especially good in that. Henry was so handsome with a 
sunshine on his face, and Layne knew he thought the same about him. 


"Even this?" Staley chuckled, looking straight into man's eyes and running his hands over his strong shoulders. 


"This particularly." Henry leaned to Layne and kissed him, slowly and hungrily licking his tongue. They were 
rarely together, and he remembered he have to go before Layne's roommate will come back. But Candy didn't 
let Henry kiss him as long as he wanted to. He just pulled away and smiled. 


| wanna be on you, babe, please.” 


Henry rolled his eyes and overturned again, doing what bitch pleaded for. Layne slowly moved his hips, lightly 
touching man's cock with his ass through two layers of cloth, and bent down, kissing his collarbone. Henry 
pursed his lips, feeling throbbing in his pants, and closed his eyes, while his both hands slid down Layne's back 
The strong fingers crept under the elastic band of Candy's boxers, and finally reached his buttocks, squeezing 


it and forcing whore to moan. 

Layne's lips lifted on Henry's neck, leaving red marks sometimes. Just as one finger began slowly penetrating 
into Layne, the door opened and both men startled. Henry quickly raised his hands, while Candy got off him and 
sat on the mattress beside him, covering man's body with a sheet. 

"What the hell is going on?" 

"Haven't you seen foreplays before fucking, geek?" Henry grinned. "I'll buy you a porn CD." 

Layne poked Henry in the ribs lightly and sighed, looking at Jerry. He stood up and began to wear his t-shirt 
and shorts, which were lying on the floor before. Henry just laid motionless on the mattress with his hands 


behind the head. He was pleased with himself and watched at these two with a wide smile. 


‘lm sorry, Jer." 


Staley, which was already dressed, stepped to Jerry to help him with his bag and acoustic guitar case, but 
Cantrell didn't let him, drawing back quickly both hands. Candy just sighed and went away from him, completely 
not understanding why Jerry was mad at him. It's not his business at least. This is Layne's room and he has a 
right to do anything he want to. Anyway, things that Jerry said to Layne before departure to Tacoma changed 
his mind a lot. He might be just nervous after mother's death, and Candy felt he has to help him to recover, 
so the best exit from this situation is to agree and expel Henry. 


"Can you fucking get out here?" Jerry put his bags on the floor and crossed his arms, staring at laying Henry. 
But man just shook his head and smiled, sending Cantrell a challenge. 


"Henry, stop. Just go, please." Layne said quietly, giving his lover a pleading look. But there were no response 
from Henry, who just continued enjoying this conflict. 


"Or maybe | should go, Layne?" Jerry's tone scared Layne a bit. He didn't want to make him angry and he 

hoped that everything would be fine, but he fucked up. Staley wasn't used to live with someone and to monitor 
his behavior, particularly in this aspect. "Why are you silent? It seems you like to fuck here with some people. 
You know, I'll sleep on this mattress. | don't really want to sleep on it with a knowledge that somebody cum on 


it! Especially dickheads like this.” 


"Then sleep standing. Like a horse, you know." Henry couldn't help with his laughter. "Wait, you look like fucking 


redneck, what can | tell you about horses?" 


Cantrell truly looked like a redneck a bit with his cap and weird clothes, but Henry was talking too much, and 
Layne had to stop it before Jerry will explode. 


"Henry, close your mouth, | beg you." Layne said quickly, collecting Henry's clothes from the floor and giving it 
to him, but he ignored poor Candy again. He knew that he's stronger than Jerry and could kick his ass, so 
there were no reason to worry about. Henry wanted to scoff at this guy a little more. 


"Hey babe, why are you talking for him? Our stupid redneck hasn't learned to speak anything but 'I like to fuck 


cows' yet?" 


This was the last straw of Jerry's patience. His face was red of anger, and he took a TV remote from the 
table and threw it to Henry. Sure, it didn't get man's head and shattered about the wall beside him. Layne 
loudly gasped and blinked, and when he opened his eyes again, Jerry already got his claws to Henry, who stood 
before him and tried to push him away. This fight ended very quickly, because after few Jerry's tries to slug 
or kick Henry, the stronger man did it successfully. Cantrell, getting a punch in the face, and then one more in 
the stomach, bent down and collapsed on the floor. Henry aimed a blow, but someone's hand grabbed his wrist. 


He turned up harshly and met Layne's enraged look straight into his eyes. 


"Get fucking out, Henry." He snarled quietly, and Henry had never seen him so angry and frustrated. Man put 
his hand down and picked his clothes from the mattress, looking how Layne squatted before Jerry. Henry began 


to get dressed slowly, watching him carefully stroking Cantrell's cheek that probably hurt. Layne was so 
courteous and soft with him. Yes, he always behaved this way, but his attitude to Jerry was different. Henry 
walked to the doorway and came out into the corridor, then he turned back at guys and said quietly: 


"Layne?" 


Candy slowly stood up, leaving Jerry, and came to the doorway too. He leaned sideways to the wall and glanced 


at Henry with a sigh, tiding his dark hair. 
"You two fucking or something?" 


"No." Layne shrugged, barely smiling. Man surprised how easily appeased Layne was, but he was glad. Henry 
hoped that they won't break contact after that, but thought for the some reason that it will happen because 
of that stupid redneck. 


"So you're living together and he didn't fuck you at least one time? Woah, he doesn't have a dick, Layne." 


Candy giggled as he heard Jerry's irritated groan from behind. Hearing this phrase again pissed him off, but 
now he couldn't do anything and just sat on the floor, still trying to catch his breath after punch. Layne 
quickly said goodbye to Henry and closed the door. He walked to the fridge and took a cold beer from it, then 
he returned to Jerry and pressed the can to his burning cheek, looking at him very guilty. 


"That's alright man, l'm fine." Jerry noticed Layne's anxiety and barely smiled, after frowning from pain in his 
cheek muscle. Staley sighed and slowly put his free head on his stomach, stroking it lightly and pursing his lips. 
He guessed Jerry used to get into fights because of his temper, but he didn't want Layne to know that he 


almost in the all fights was beaten by someore. 


"By the way, yesterday | called one drummer | met year ago. His name is Sean, and he told we may meet 
tonight in Music Bank's rehearsal." Layne was really good in talking something at the most inopportune 
moments, but he just wanted to distract Jerry, and it seemed he did it due to Cantrell's smile. 


"That's cool." 


"Well." Layne sighed and stood up, looking at barely smiling Jerry and giving him a free hand. As his roommate 
lifted up too, Candy noticed that he sharply exhaled, so it made him wary a bit. "How ya?" 


"I said I'm fine." Layne could hear notes of annoyance in Jerry's voice, who obviously didn't like looking like a 
dweeb who got some punches before the girl he loved. And the most humiliating fact, he was exactly that 
dweeb at that moment, except he didn't has a beloved girl near. Maybe. Anyway, Layne didn't think so about 
Jerry. All what he felt was guilt, thus he just had to make compensation for his fault, and he hoped jokes 
would help. 


"Alright, the Invincible Rocky Balboa Then, how's your dad?" Staley quickly opened can of beer, smiling and 


giving it to quite irritated Jerry. 


"He's okay. He glad | found a place to live." Jerry replied dryly, and his tone forced Layne to suppose that 
everything wasn't so good between father and son Moreover, Cantrell immediately changed the subject. "Have 


we something to eat?" 


Layne shrugged and walked to the fridge, so, as it turned out, it was absolutely empty besides of few cans of 
beer and Cola. 


"Woah." Staley scratched his head and sighed, turning back to Jerry and closing the fridge door with his butt. 
Then he smirked, glancing at plastic pieces on the mattress. "Well.. You know we need a new TV remote and 


food, so we could go to the mall nearby. At one we'll look for new clothes for you." 


"l, | brought a few things here." Jerry pointed at his bag and took a sip of cold healing beer. "I don't have a 
money to spend it on clothes." 


"Aw really? Can | look what you brought?" Layne already opened the bag and started to pull out Cantrell's 
things, squatting, despite the fact that Jerry didn't get permission to do it. Staley pulled out some t-shirt and 
giggled, showing it to his friend. "Jerry, it's dirty and certainly can't be washed out. | noticed a hole on another! 


Jesus Christ... You wanna be a rock star, boy?" 


Jerry smiled and nodded, drinking his beer. He felt pretty much better now, but his breath still was sometimes 
difficult, and his jaw slightly hurt. 


"Then you need new clothes.” Layne stood up again and looked at Cantrell with a wide smile. "Otherwise, some 


guys may bang you up again." 


Jerry playfully rolled his eyes and slapped Candy's shoulder, giving him to know that he's ready to go with him 
anywhere he wants to. Layne quickly ran to the bathroom and came back after few seconds there. Jerry 
smiled as he noticed long female catkins in his ears and a red lipstick. Cantrell thought that if he had to look 
like a chick for not to be beaten, he would create a threat to be fucked. But Candy was. He was fucked and he 


was looking like a chick. Moreover, he was looking like a whore, but such an attractive and lovely all the time. 


In the mall, they bought a TV remote, few t-shirts, one weird white shirt with ruffles and jeans for Jerry. 
After all, Layne fed him, cause he was really sorry to his new buddy and tried to help him. Staley paid for 
everything, though he didn't have enough money to do it always. Revenue from concerts was very small, Layne 
worked in the Music Bank guy with the keys sometimes, but didn't get anything, because it made it possible to 
live there, so only mom helped him with a finance. She sent him money every month, and if it was necessary, 
gave a little more. Candy was often starving, but now he spent almost all the money for Jerry, not even 


thinking about troubles he may get into. 


They bought a food for a week, and the list included mostly crisps, SpaghettiOs, beer and cereals for Layne. 


After all these purchases, two men went to the street and passed a music store, so Jerry hung near windows, 


staring at guitars inside. 
"Jer, please, lets go home, l'm fucking tired" Candy whined, holding packages. 
"Can we stop in for a sec, Layne? l'Il just look" 


Layne groaned, tilting his head back, and agreed. He noticed Jerry's huge interest in all these things, but he also 
had a bad feeling that will have to spend even more. The last three hundred dollars remained in Layne's purse 
before the end of the month, but the month just began. Candy patiently watched how Jerry looked at guitars 
and talked with store manager, so he remembered how he said that he always had to borrow it to play. He 
still was so fucking sorry, he still felt guilty for what he wanted to kick him out, and he needed to make 
amends. Loud guitar sounds took Layne from his thoughts and he saw Jerry sitting on the chair and playing 
something. Staley was surprised how fucking good he was in that. Cantrell's fingers quickly moved on the 
fretboard and his face was very concentrated He stumbled sometimes and laughed at himself, because he 
didn't play for a long time. Layne stared at him with a smile, thinking how beautiful he was that moment. Jerry 
stopped and picked another guitar, which ideally suited to him. He began to play, and Layne's eyes were glued to 
his strong fingers. 


"Hey Layne, wanna try?" Cantrell's cheerful voice made Candy shudder. A little embarrassed, he shook his head, 


smiling at Jerry. 


"No man, you're good enough." Layne was so glad for Jerry, so that sensation inside made him blurt out the 


next phrase. "Well | think maybe I'll buy you this guitar, huh?" 


Oh my god Layne, what the hell have you done? This's fucking stupid This's the most stupid thing you ever did You 
have no money! What the fuck is happening with you? Where's your brain’, - all these thoughts instantly flashed 
through Staley's mind, but it was too late. Jerry's face was actually shining, as he gave guitar to the manager 
and lively stood up from his chair. 


"Really?! You.. You're fucking awesome, Layne!" He exclaimed. "Ill repay you one day!" 


Jerry smiled and walked to price tag of previous guitar that, Candy supposed, wasn't such good as the last. 
Smile disappeared from Cantrell's face and Layne nervously swallowed, staring at him. Then Jerry looked at the 


second price tag and vexatious bit his lip. 


"We can't buy it, excuse for troubling." He addressed to manager, who knowingly nodded and put guitar to the 
stand. Jerry looked at Candy and sighed, leaving the music store. "Let's go home, Layne." 


Cantrell's totally frustrated look and crushed tone of voice broke Layne's heart, so he quickly ran to the price 
tag of second one. 1250 bucks. Damn, it's very, very much, but it may be a huge investing in Jerry's future. 
He was so talented and happy with that guitar, so Staley had to get this money somewhere, and there were 


some ideas in his head. 


Candy caught Jerry and foisted bags and keys to his hands. 


"Sweetie, | have urgent business, it can't wait." He murmured quickly as Jerry's eyes winced in surprise. "Take 


it and go to the Music Bank. I'll come back soon" 


Next moment Layne disappeared in the crowd on the street, leaving already upset Cantrell with packages. Jerry 
stared at somewhere for few mutinies and sighed, finally heading to the Music Bank. He alternately thought 


about Candy and that second guitar on the road to his new home. 


EK 
"Hey," Layne smiled, standing on the doorway of Sam's apartment. "| have a deal, babe." 


Handsome tall man with a heavy build was standing in front of Candy and looking at him with red shot eyes, 
which gave Layne to know he was high. That was a good and not so good sign the same time. Layne knew he 
will get what he need, but he may pay more than usually. Sam slowly nodded and went inside his apartment, 
after he collapsed on the coach and put his legs on the coffee table. Layne went after and sat on the 
armchair, looking over the familiar room. It was filled with a smoke and the pleasant herbal smell got into his 


nostrils, making his mind a little woozy. 

"Wanna?" Sam lent Layne an amp joint and laughed, looking how boy instantly agreed to get stoned. 

"Yeah.." Layne leaned his head to the back of armchair and gasped, exhaling. Sam's weed was always better 
than other's. He winced sharply, recollecting himself, because he didn't come here for this. "Jesus Christ, this 
shit is so fucking good.. Damn! | need some money, Sammy." 

"Woah, really? Remember me only if you need a money. Nice bitch, Staley." High Sam laughed again and looked 
at Layne, rumning his trembling fingers through short hair. "Alright, for what? Cocaine again? Or maybe 


something personal like someone ripped your hole and you need a money for medication?" 


"Even more personal than a ripped hole." Layne smiled and crossed his skinny legs, taking another drag from 


the joint. When he noticed Sam's incredulous look, he hastened to respond seriously. "You know I'll repay.’ 


Sam slowly stood up and went to the closet. He searched for thick bundle of bucks, which Layne hasn't seen 


the first time, and then, finding it, started to count. 

"Sure you will" He mumbled, already holding another amp joint in his mouth. "Then how much you need?" 
Fifteen hundred dollars." Layne said carefully, cause he couldn't even suggest which reaction will come from 
Sam. It was a large sum of money, and asking for this was very uncomfortable, considering the fact that they 


weren't even together. 


"Why, Layne?" Sam grinned, pulling out from bundle few green papers and staring at Candy, whose face was 


red because of mix of high and confusion. "Well, its not my funeral anymore, right?" 


While Sam was searching for money, Layne glanced at the half-opened bedroom door. There was some young 
guy, who laid on the bed and slept, snoring quietly. His sleep probably was very deep, cause he didn't respond 
to the other man in the apartment. Layne guessed this boy was just the one of Sam's whores. 


"Is he better than me?" 
‘Oh, Josh?" Man instantly realized what Candy was talking about. "Huh, no. No one is better than you." 


This response is completely arranged Layne, so he smiled and wrinkled his nose. Stoned Sam was sweeter and 


rougher than usually the same time. 


Finally, Sam slowly closed the door and turned to Layne, holding that he was asking for. Sam was waiting when 
his bitch will come to him to get the money and something else, and Layne knew it. He licked his red lips, 
standing up from the armchair and staring right at Sam's eyes. As Candy stepped to him, his fingers slowly 
and carefully reached the money, but Sam sharply grabbed his wrist, gripping it and exhaling smoke into his 
face. It was hurt a bit, but now Layne's look was confident, thus he knew exactly what he had to do. He 
lustfully smiled, as his other hand slowly lowered to Sam's crotch. 


"You must make a prepayment." He grinned and ran his fingers through Layne's dark hair, who already was on 


his knees and pressed his lips to Sam's zip fly. 


eR 


Jerry jumped on his feet when he heard a knocks. Sitting in the room without Layne was fucking boring. He 
watched a TV, he ate, and he nearly slept per two hours of absence of his roommate. Still chewing crisps, he 
ran to the door and quickly opened it. There, in the corridor, stood Layne. His hair was disheveled, and lipstick 
has worn off a bit. He looked terribly tired, but, for all that, he was holding that second guitar from the music 


store. Watching Jerry's astonished face, Layne barely smiled and lent him his new musical instrument. 


"Surprise!" He said cheerfully, but his soft voice betrayed his fatigue. Jerry took a guitar and put it on the 
floor, carefully leaning it against the wall. Layne thought for a moment, that his gift wasn't appreciated, but 
the next second Cantrell harshly hugged him. 


"Fuck, Layne!" He quickly mumbled, as Staley smiled and wrapped his hands around Jerry's back. "I don't even 
know why are you doing all this shit to me but.. Fuck!" 


"I don't know too, to be honest." Candy smirked, closing his eyes and cuddling to Jerry, but he pulled away and 
grabbed Staley's shoulders, shaking him a bit while he was talking. 


‘Layne, I've already said, but I'm so fucking grateful to you." He said, seriously and attentively looking into his 
friend's eyes. "I'll repay you, you know. We know each other just few days and you did a lot to mel Fuck, 


Layne!" 


"Tshh, Jer, stop shaking me please." Candy giggled, staring at excited Jerry, who realized that he was too 
emotional and blushed. There was silence between them, and only from afar could be heard the sounds of 


neighbors. 


Two men stood in the doorway so close that their noses were almost touching. Layne's big blue eyes were 
glued to Jerry's half-opened mouth, and they both knew that it's the right moment for kiss, but no one took 
the initiative. Cantrell's hands still squeezed his bony shoulders, while Candy's sweet face filled his mind. 
Staunch heterosexual Jerry, who grew up in the conservative catholic family, just stood there and thought of 
a man. But Layne wasn't like a man, he was just.. Layne. The same time, he was so beautiful, and Jerry loved 
his every facial feature, his every smile and every word. He didn't even recognize when he started to 
understand his feelings, but he realized that this shit occurred from their acquaintance at that damned party. 
This moment was just like an impulse that forced him to grasp feelings inside. But it was fucking scary, and 
Cantrell's fear of himself made him very confused, so he didn't dare to do something. 


Meanwhile, Layne felt similar. He was literally a whore and often kissed and fucked, so they haven't even kissed 
at that moment, but it was totally different. He felt something he had never experienced before, standing in 
front of Jerry and looking at him. He probably began to understand what guided him by doing all these things. 


Whatever, someone had to break this pause. It was terribly embarrassing, and their cheeks were burning, but 


Layne finally slowly put the hair behind his ear with two fingers. 


"Uh, | think we need to go to the rehearsal room to meet Sean, don't we?" He beamed at Jerry and glanced at 


his guitar. "You should try it, sunshine." 


"Sure" Cantrell nodded with a wide smile and took his new instrument from the floor. Layne smirked, playfully 


winked, and turned away, so as he went down the corridor, Jerry sighed in relief, looking at singer and clutching 


his gift in both hands. 


When they came into the rehearsal room of Music Bank, Sean was sitting on the couch and drinking beer. He 
recognized that guy he met year ago on the beach and quickly stood up, laughing. 


"Huge changes! Dark-haired now? Uh, buddy!" He ruffled Layne's hair and turned to Jerry to shake his hand. 


‘lim Sean, the greatest drummer in the world" 
"Jerry Cantrell” He chuckled. "The greatest?" 


"So great that even John Bonham sucked my drum stick." Sean shrugged and winked to laughing Layne. "Well, 
are you playing in band?" 


"| played with some guys in Tacoma. And in Texas few times, but it was just anyone unnecessary crap. You 


know, then | moved back to Seattle and met drummer Bobby, who quit our band soon, well, uh, | don't really 


know why, because we weren't even friends and rarely played together, and Mike Starr, the bassist." Jerry 
started, but Sean interrupted him. 


"What? Mike Starr?" Kinney laughed, and, noticing Jerry's interrogative look, said very smugly. "I fuck his 


sister." 


‘Oh, | know him too!" Layne's reply wasn't notice by two men, who just continued talking, so he sighed, sat on 
the couch and crossed his skinny legs. 


"Is it a joke like ‘| fucked his mom’ or what?" 


"Nah, she's my girlfriend" Sean smiled and pointed one drum stick at Candy. "So this sweet little angel is yours, 
ya?" 


"Not so little!" Layne giggled, but he didn't say anything about 'girlfriend', what made Sean to think he was 


right. Jerry had absolutely no idea which of these phrases was a joke and which wasn't. 
"Well, okay, | don't give a fuck where you like to poke your penis, so we can be friends." 


Cantrell crossly rolled his eyes, cause he was tired of this shit. Jerry could start to scream and fight, but he 
didn't want to quarrel with this guy. Not because of his build or height, but Cantrell liked him somehow. He felt 
that they may become good friends one day, and here weren't many people he would've thought about the 
same way. Anyway, he completely couldn't understand why everyone asked him about his relationship with 
Layne here. Even if they had something, who'd care? Anyway, he's not a gay and that pause on the doorway 


meant nothing. 


He harshly turned from guys to connect his guitar to combos, trying to pretend that he's very busy setting 
up the guitar and it's better not to disturb him. Sean ginned and quizzically glanced at Layne, who just 
shrugged and raised the eyebrows with his familiar soft smile. Kinney understood that he hit home, but it 
wasn't clear what exactly is going on between these two faggots. Either they're fucking and Jerry's shy to talk 
about it, cause he wants to stick to the image of a heterosexual, or they doesn't know what the hell is 


happening too. And Sean's second version was an absolutely truth. 


After some amount of time, the storm raved itself out and guys began to try to play something and talked a 

lot. Layne just sat on the coach, keeping the ball rolling and giggling sometimes, and was like a beverage supplier 
at the beginning, but then Jerry persuaded him to sing Judas Priest «Living After Midnight», couse it was the 
only song they all could remember. Layne was amazing and they sounded really cool together, so as Candy left 

the rehearsal room for a few minutes, Sean and Jerry looked at each other. 


"We need this lark to be in our band." 


"Didn't know we already have a band" Cantrell chuckled, lazily playing some notes on his new guitar, but when 


he noticed Sean's ‘alright then | can go' look, he quickly replied. "Yeah, yeah, we need a drummer. Especially the 


greatest drummer in the world." 


"That's quite different! Thats what | call respect." He said it in jest narcissistic. "Well what's the name of your 
band with Mike?" 


"Diamond Lie." Jerry smiled, but the next Sean's response confused and pleased him the same time. 


"Ugh, man, what a faggy name! But l'm in." 


Chapter 4. 


To Jerry Friday started with a strange incident. This day was a Sleze gig, and Cantrell of course was invited as 
a one of the backstage guests, which always were band's friends, technicians and a crowd of odd people that 
nobody knew what they're doing there. He was really glad about it anyway; Jerry was a no-name here, but 
when he met Staley everything changed, and now he's a backstage guest of fucking Sleze. Layne had to 
rehearse with his bandmates all day, so Cantrell, who didn't like to stuck alone in the room, asked for sitting 
near and playing his guitar very, very quietly. Candy supposed they wouldn't have so much time to freshen up 
before the show, so warn his friend that he will need a bathroom, and Jerry decided to take a shower in the 


morning. 


Layne was impatient to take his t-shirt from the bathroom while Jerry was there. However, for him this was 
just nothing. He often had seen naked men, in addition, needless to say, they have the same thing between the 


legs. Therefore, it seemed to him that there was no cause for embarrassment, but Jerry didn't think so. 


Layne quickly went to the shower and began to search his t-shirt in the pile of clothes, but then he for some 
reason stopped and looked at his roommate in the shower, who didn't notice him at first because of noise of 
water. Candy's gaze fell from Jerry's wet face down to his stomach and then to crotch. He immediately 
changed his mind. It wasn't the same between their legs, damn, nobody has the same. Layne looked at it in 
astonishment and slowly ran his hand through his dark hair. When finally Cantrell realized that he wasn't alone 
there, he gasped, quickly turned away and goggled at Layne, who didn't care about embarrassment anymore. A 
lusttully smile spread on his face as he looked up at Jerry's startled face. Layne raised his eyebrows and bit 
his lip, still smiling with the same expression. As his t-shirt magically was found by itself, he put it on the 
shoulder and abruptly headed for the exit, making a hip swing before closing the door. Jerry for a few minutes 
couldn't understand what the fuck just happened. 


When Cantrell came out of the bathroom, he found Layne sitting on the mattress, smirking and slowly chewing 


his cereals, while his crystal blue eyes were glued to Jerry's still wet torso. 


After this situation, they both couldn't throw it out from their heads. Layne was a fucking whore, but he 
never had experience like this, moreover, he needed to have it. Anyway, it wasn't just something like a personal 
challenge or a pursuit of achievements, he truly liked Jerry. In addition, now he began to want him. Meanwhile, 
Cantrell was confused all day. Layne's lusting sights and smiles haunted him even in rehearsal, but Jerry 
couldn't say he didn't like it. He liked Candy's attention in some sense, but it was too weird. He knew that to 
fuck Layne wasn't even a gay thing, cause its Layne, but the thoughts that some man wants him were a bit 


scaring. 


However, all Cantrell needed to forget about sexual orientation issues is an alcohol, and the gig contributed to 
his drunkeness. It was a new world for him that he hoped to join. Jerry stood on the backstage of relatively 
famous band and it was awesome to watch their show. But the reason of this happiness, Layne, was special to 


Jerry. Candy was dressed in tight black jeans and free t-shirt that he took from bathroom, but the black 


cowboy hat he wore approached him more than anything. His make-up and accessorizes made him looking like a 


cheap whore, but Jerry liked his feminine side. 


Layne felt so comfortable on the stage, and his vocal abilities surprised Jerry with every song, or maybe with 
every shot of whiskey. Sometimes Staley looked back at backstage and smiled or winked to his roommate, but 
there were few people that didn't liked this as much as Layne and Jerry. One of them, Yanni, who kept track of 


almost all vocalists movements until the gig finished, was jealous again. 


Someone always threw a wild afterparty, so this time guys went to one's home to get drunk and high. They 
began to drink even at show, so everyone around were tipsy in a short time. There was the same atmosphere 
as the previous parties, but now Jerry's mood was much better. Layne, which usually was in the company of 
other people, spent nearly all party with him. They obviously weren't alone, but they were together. Cantrell 
was watching the same as for the first time at the big Seattle party: people around danced, laughed, drank, 
smoked and talked, so it was easy to lose yourself among this cheerful chaos. And Layne, who distracted for a 
moment on some dude, lost his friend once. After the successful realization of happened, staggering and always 
smiling Staley began to search for Jerry and asked some unfamiliar guys where this fucker could be. As he 
was making his way through the people, he received slaps on his ass and offers to suck to someone, so Layne 
didn't answer anything but giggled. He thought that Jerry might be in the toilet and he was impatient to find 
him for some reason. Stumbling, Candy went upstairs into the empty corridor on the second floor, continuing 
his search. He winced when one door opened with a terrible creaking, and Jerry fell out the toilet, trying to 
fasten his jeans. Layne chuckled and hiccupped, watching how Jerry turned his head to him and drunkenly 
smiled Cantrell was glad to be alone with Candy, cause brother whiskey helped him one more time not to think 


about anyone unnecessary shit like sexual orientation. 


"I lost you, babe." Layne said softly, stepping to Jerry and starting to unbutton his new white shirt very slow. 
He couldn't concentrate on it and his fingers didn't obey, but he wanted so bad to see what Jerry hid under 
clothes. After several unsuccessful tries to take off Cantrells shirt, Layne frowned and grabbed his wrist with 
his hand, pulling him along to the room, he hoped, would be bedroom. 


‘Layne, where are we going?" Jerry murmured illegibly, meantime not even resisting. This shit always happens 
when you're screwed. Your body begins to do some nasty things by itself, and you don't mind. You don't mind 
of touches, of awkward conversations, of some shit than can change your life tomorrow, you don't really mind 
of almost everything, and the reason of this is just an alcohol. And Jerry didn't mind too. Slight feeling of mix 
of dizziness and bliss filled his head, and all what he thought about was Layne, his fiery red lips and big eyes 


with a black eyeliner and matte eye shadow. 


They burst into the room, which really was a bedroom. Staley quickly closed the door and the space became 
completely dark and silent, besides the sounds of music afar. Candy turned to Jerry, who stood there and 
stared at him, breathing heavily. His long body and sweet face were lit by streetlights and the whole situation 


made Layne sorely horny, so he slowly came up to Cantrell closer. 


"Don't be afraid of me, Jer." Layne whispered and smiled lascivious, running his hands over Jerry's stomach 


under his shirt. 


Cantrell had pulsing sensation in his pants while his eyes were glued to Candy's lovely face. However, sensations 
is the most important thing when you're drunk, and he decided to listen to his body. Guitarist high-handedly 
pulled Layne to himself, wrapping one hand around his neck, and hungrily kissed him. Jerry still remembered his 
taste from their first kiss, despite of his actual consciousness. Touching of their tongues forced Candy to 
moan, and this turned on his lover even more. Layne slightly pushed Jerry on the bed and sat before him on 
the knees, spreading his legs. His hands slid down to Jerry's jeans, starting to unzip it, while man's fingers 
began to do the work, which Layne hasn't managed to do. Jerry unbuttoned the shirt and gasped, feeling 
Staley's hot breath already near his crotch. 


"Now | see why you didn't like my jeans." Layne mumbled quietly, while his fingers slowly began to pull down 
Jerry's jeans. When it lowered to the knee level, Candy's lips pressed to semi-erected cock through the boxers. 
His fingers seized on the panty elastic to expose Jerry's erection, and then hot tongue lifted to the navel, 
tickling it slightly. Layne smiled as he felt guitarists strong fingers finally running through his dark curly hair, 
squeezing it. He raised his head and glanced at Jerry lustfully, giving him to know that the whore belongs to 
his desires. "Come on, daddy." 


Jerry exhaled sharply and began to jerk off, staring at Layne, who was looking incredibly slutty. Staley looked 
down man's cock and licked his lips, sketching a drunk, but charming smile. He knew it should be hard to give 
this blowjob due to the size, but he wanted so much to satisfy his roommate. Moreover, he wanted to give it 


better than any of Jerry's chicks. 


Cantrell flinched and a muffled groan came from his mouth, when Layne made a few long, slow licks from the 
base to the tip, keeping his tongue broad and flat. He finally wrapped his soft lips around the tip and closed his 
eyes, tasting Jerry's precum, while his hand slowly began to put pressure on Layne's head. Candy finally took it 
a bit deeply, squeezing his haunch slightly with other. Jerry gasped and tilted the head back, spitting out his 
long blonde hair, which accidentally trapped into his half-opened mouth. He nowise didn't want Layne to stop, 
but his whore decided to tease him a bit before the hard work. He leaned forward after few short head 
movements and softly smiled, trying to breathe and glancing up at Jerry, who was definitely exhausted by 


waiting. 


"Layne!" Cantrell snapped crossly, frowning and watching how Layne lazily licked his tip, but the next second his 
annoyance passed, because Candy knew well what his partner wanted to. He began to slide his mouth up and 
down his dick slowly, as his tongue pressed against the underside of it. Layne did it very carefully, avoiding 
contact with teeth and using his hand in the same rhythm. Jerry bit his lip as he felt a weird sensation 
because of rings on Candy's fingers, but it was good He moaned drawly and pressed palm to lover's head, 
forcing him to take the cock deeper down his throat. 


Layne was a gentle obedient whore and did what Cantrell silently demanded. As Staley wrapped his dominant 
hand around the base of the penis and began to bring his swollen red lips down to meet his fist, Jerry couldn't 
help with loud moans and tensely arched his back. He sat on the bed straddling, grabbing dark hair with one 
hand and a blanket with another. Layne sometimes pulled away to inhale deeply and then instantly leaned back, 
trying to do his work as good as it was possible. When he felt Jerry's wince, he lastly put his hands on friend's 
hips and squeezed it, starting to suck to him at full length of his cock. Jerry felt how Layne's nose touched his 


underbelly with every movement and heard his quiet moans, so all this caused an unbearable throbbing down 

his body. When Jerry reached the orgasm, he gripped Layne's curls and caught breathe, while his warm salty 
seed came into whore's tired throat. He harshly exhaled and groaned, relaxing and releasing Candy's hair. After 
Layne swallowed and slowly pulled away, he made few more licks and gently kissed the tip, meantime softly 


stroking Jerry's haunches and looking at him from below. 


But their drunk enjoyment of each other was disturbed the next moment. The door suddenly opened, filling the 
room with a bright light. Cantrell's look became very scowling as he turned his head to the doorway. It seemed, 
Layne didn't even care about this, cause he just sat on the knees before Jerry with no reaction and stared at 
his irritable face with a soft smile. 


"Woohoo buddies!" Nick's voice and a loud whoop of laughter came from the corridor. "Our virgin Jerry finally 


got his BJ!" 


"Get fucking out!" Jerry screamed at the few guys, who stood there and laughed their ass off. By the way, 
among these people was the one, whose fun and drunkenness passed after seeing Layne with Cantrell. Yanni 
nervously swallowed and quietly went downstairs, trying to hold himself, while other men continued their 
search for toilet, laughing. Company didn't even close the door, and two guys finally could see each other's 
faces. For a few seconds Jerry pored at Layne's flushed face because of the heat in the bedroom and high. He 
glanced at Cantrell very lovingly and quietly breathed his barely parted swollen lips, and the red lipstick on it 
worn off a bit. Candy still looked slutty, but very attractive. 


"Bunch of fucking idiots." Jerry crossly muttered when everyone left them, but Layne giggled and closed his 
mouth with a soft kiss. Cantrell sighed when Staley slowly stood up and left the bedroom, smirking before he 
disappeared in the corridor. He didn't know why he decided to leave him, cause they might do something more. 
Jerry might do, but Layne was just a fucking tease. 


Cantrell laid back on the bed and closed his eyes. A wide smile spread on his face, cause happened was better 

than anything in last few months. Surely, he wasn't a virgin and had blowjobs before, but Candy did something 

unbelievable in sensation sense. None of his girls before couldn't take his cock so deep and hard. Layne was so 

fucking special. His touches and kisses, his gently lips and sweet face - everything in him was special to Jerry. 
He thought that he might fell in love with Candy, but it supposed to be just his woozy mind. Cantrell laid there 
for a few minutes and then decided to go back to the party to find his roommate. 


When Jerry came back to the first floor, he could see Layne stood in the corner of the room with some big 


man. 


"When are you gonna pay the rest?" Sam counted the bucks, which Layne gave him few minutes ago. It was 


his part of revenue from gig, but Candy had to give it all because of his debt. 


"| don't know, babe." Layne whispered, glancing at Sam wary and hugging himself with one hand. "Give me a little 


bit more time, please." 


"I know you don't have a money and you won't have it." Man grinned, staring at boy before. "But you have 


your body. We can have a deal, Layne." 


Candy looked down and bit his lip, knowing that he couldn't disagree. He finally turned back and saw Jerry, who 


meantime was standing with Nick and watching him and Sam very fixedly. 
"Man, who the fuck is that dude?" 


"Who?" Nick at first didn't understand what Jerry was talking about, but when he pointed at Layne and his new 
company, Pollock sighed. "Aw, yeah, that's Sam. he's Layne's ex, and I'm not sure if it was love or something, 
but they were together and then.. | don't really remember, dude. Oh yep, fuck, they broke up because Sam 


severely beat him one time." 
"Beat?" 


"M-hm, poor Layne was fucking.. It was a pity to look at him, you know. So he left Sam, but this crazy dude 
haunted him, and now.. Well, | know they meet and fuck sometimes, but it seems it's nothing really serious 
between them. Sam's a drug dealer, maybe this fact forces Layne not to cut fucking connection with him." 


Pollock mumbled quickly and glanced at Jerry with raised brows. "Why did you ask?" 


But Jerry didn't answer. He stole the glass of whiskey from Nick's hand and drank it, while his friend shrugged 
and took a new one from the table. He supposed that Cantrell might be jealous of Layne after that blowjob, and 
that was totally wrong. Candy's just a whore, and to think that he loves you because of a BJ is a bad idea. 
Generally, loving bitch is a bad idea 


"Man." Nick turned to Jerry after he filled an empty glass with whiskey and sighed again, realizing that this 
screwed dweeb was going to start some shit with Sam. Cantrell stepped behind to Layne and sharply took his 


arm, squeezing it. 

"Jerry?" Layne's eyes widened as he turned to his roommate. Jerry was fucking looking for trouble. And he will 
get it easily if he will say something wrong to Sam. He has lived with this man and he knew that his punches 
are extremely painful. But for now Sam just grinned, eyeing Cantrell. 


"Is this your new boy toy, sunshine? | thought you prefer masculine guys." 


‘Sam, he's not my boy toy." Layne whispered, and his quiet soft voice betrayed his anxiety. He never could hide 
something inside with his fearful childish glance and pout. "Please, stop it!" 


However, man just sniffed in contempt, meeting Jerry's hateful look. But it seemed that somebody's hatred 


amused Sam, so all this shit made him laugh and continue his sarcastic monologue. 


"Well, Jerry, I'll come sometimes when I'll need your beloved princess, so you better find a place to sit while 


we'll be busy." 


"And you better shut the fuck up." Jerry harshly twitched, but now Candy grabbed his wrist before he will 
start a fight that obviously will lose. 


"Don't you believe me? Or maybe you're so worried because you think you became this fucking bitch's owner 
after he gave you a blowjob? Yeah, | heard about it, lucky. You know, this whore sucked every fucking dick 
around, and mine was in his pretty mouth more times than anyone's." Layne loudly gasped when two men 
stepped closer to each other, being ready for fight. He gripped Jerry's hand even stronger and bit his lip 
guiltily, noticing his angry, but a bit stung sight. "You're such an idiot if you don't understand that you're not 


special to him. He's just a fucking whore, man." 


Next second Jerry almost wrested his hand from Candy's to push opponent's chest, but Staley didn't let him 
do it, clinging his wrist. Sam was such a good provoker, so Layne should stop the tense conversation before 


choleric Jerry start some shit. 


"Saml" Layne exclaimed. He was such frustrated from Sam's phrase, however deep inside he knew that there 
was a piece of truth. He truly was just a slut, but Jerry wasn't like others. Between them was something 
more than sexual attraction, something that Layne has never felt before. He was very scared, because he 
didn't want Jerry to believe Sam, but his shitty speech made Cantrell think that this man might be right about 
Layne's true attitude to him. 


Nevertheless, Jerry fucking hated this asshole Sam for beating Candy. Anyway, he's so tender, so sensitive, 
he's kind and he definitely didn't deserve that. 


The same time it wasn't Cantrell's business; he hadn't to protect Staley, and these thoughts confused him and 
forced to resign finally. Layne quickly pulled Jerry along, holding his hand, and this way he wanted to run away 
from problems and make his friend forget about this little incident. They both just needed to get drunk and 
cheerful again, because it seemed previous situation ruined all incredible things that happened between them 


before. 


Chapter 5. 


After meeting Sam first time, Layne and Jerry's relationship extremely changed. It seemed everything was 
okay and they still were buddies, but there was tension between them. They didn't talk about that night, as if 
nothing had happened, but they both remembered everything, down to the last details. Two men tried to ignore 
these incidents and throw it out of their heads, but they couldn't. They understood that under the guise of 
friendship concealed something more, and they needed to talk about it, but nobody wanted to take initiative. 


Thus, they had to live their own lives. Layne spent all his lime rehearsing with Sleze, and Yanni was happy 
about it, so Jerry was with Mike and Sean in his turn. Nevertheless, they were so fucking jealous to each 
other. Sometimes when Jerry noticed Layne with some guys, he was really pissed off about it every time, so 
he stuck with chicks, and it offended his roommate too. The same time they realized that nobody could bring 
them so much pleasure as they themselves. Others kissed worse, sucked worse, touched worse. Finally, Layne 
and Jerry concluded that they want only each other, but both didn't want to tell what was hidden inside, 
because it looked so stupid and irrelevant. Probably it was one of their bigger mistakes then, so they needed 
an impulse, and it came as an awful happening. 


One day Jerry was going to rehearse with his bandmates, while Layne decided to stay at home and just do 
nothing. Watching TV, drinking beer, eating and sleeping were the best things after few days of working. Cantrell 
said goodbye to Layne and walked to the bathroom before he'd go to the rehearsal, as he thought. He left 
Staley laying on the mattress and chewing sandwich. After few seconds, Jerry warried as he heard hard 


footsteps. The entrance door opened with a creak and then familiar voice came from room corridor. 
"Hey, you alone?" 


"Yeah, Jerry had to go rehearse with his band" Layne's soft voice was so contrasting with Sam's bass. He 
probably didn't notice that Jerry went to the bathroom, so Cantrell decided to wait out until this big guy will 
leave. He might go out now, but something forced him to keep standing inside the small bathroom silently. 


"What do you need, Sam?" 
"| need a payment." Jerry heard how Sam closed the door and stepped beyond the room. 


"Babe, | don't have money right now." Layne whispered quickly and sighed, and his quiet sigh made Jerry 
understand that Sam already touched him. Cantrell didn't know what to do; it would be fucking odd if he'd 
suddenly go out, because Layne just told he's not here. He'd get Candy into trouble by this, but inactivity is a 
bad idea too. 


‘lm not asking for money, Layne.” Jerry could hear how Sam kissed his roommate, and sounds from Staley 
gave to know that he was resisting. He snorted and gasped few times, and Cantrell felt that he should do 
something now, or after few minutes he mightn't get this opportunity. 


"Maybe not now, please? | don't want, l'm tired, babe." Layne murmured, but Sam shut his mouth with a sharp 


slap in the face. It should be really hard, because Jerry heard how Candy's fragile body collapsed on the floor, 
and this shit made him even more unsure what to do. He whined, bit his lip tensely, and then quietly leaned to 


the bathroom door, making a little crack. 


Layne laid on the mattress on his stomach and his skinny hips were in the air, while Sam was taking his tight 
jeans off. He did everything so cruel, definitely causing pain 


"Saml" Layne sobbed quietly, burying his nose in the blanket. "No... Please!" 


"Shut the fuck up." Sam spat on the floor and then one more hard bump in the ribs made Candy close his 


mouth again. 


Staley turned his head and pressed cheek to the mattress, so Jerry could see his exhausted face. Layne's eyes 
was closed, and the lonely tear flowed down his nose. Dark hair fell over the face, and Cantrell didn't see his 


lips, but he guessed there was blood. 


Jerry frowned when Sam rammed into Layne without any lube, but saliva, making his victim scream loudly. 
Jerry turned away and quietly exhaled, because he couldn't handle with this shit. Layne's sobs, groans and loud 
slaps filled his mind. He was torn apart by the unstoppable thoughts flow. In the one hand, Cantrell thought he 
must do something and stop all this shit. He was so sorry for Layne, but in the other hand it wasn't Jerry's 
deal. "Fucking coward!" - This phrase shoot forth through his head anyway. 


Cantrell finally doubled fists and turned to them again. At first, his eyes fell on Sam, who quickly and harshly 
moved, making poor Layne groan in the same rhythm. His strong hand was grabbing Candy's curls and it pulled 
his head back, forcing whore to stand on all fours, and the second was on Layre's hip, tight squeezing it. Hard 
slaps and punches sometimes disturbed the sequence of Layne's plaintive moans and Sam's breathing. With 
each stroke Staley weakened more and then his voice finally became very quiet, and head was slightly lowered 
to the bed. Layne hanged heavily on Sam's arm, which still clenched his hair. He looked so sore and weak by 
happening, but his rapist obviously didn't like his passivity. Sam harshly wrapped his hand around Candy's neck 
and gripped it, making Layne choke. He barely could breathe and tears stream flowed from his half-opened 
eyes. Staley got one more punch that caused a sharp twitch and cough from his throat. Sam didn't stop even 
for a second, he fucked his bitch deep and hard, and finally dialed the maximum rate. 


After few more harsh movements, Sam came into Layne with a loud moan and slapped his ass, but there was 
no response from him. Staley silently laid on his stomach with closed eyes and it wasn't clear if he breathed at 
least or not. Sam at once began to fix his clothes, not even caring about Candy and his feelings. He just left 
him naked and alone on the mattress in the dark room, because in his look it was exactly what whores must 


deserve. 


Meanwhile, Jerry pursed his lips and bowed his head when he closed the bathroom door. He leaned back to the 
wall and closed his eyes, wiping his wet face with both hands and not believing in shit that had happened. He 
was just a bystander and seen things that he wasn't supposed to see. In his mind, everybody loved Layne, and 
Cantrell couldn't even suppose that this sweet guy may has big fucking problems like this. He had a goddamn 


debt for Sam and meantime bought some things for Jerry. In addition, Cantrell was ashamed of his cowardice. 
He could do something and stop Sam. No, he had to do something, but he just stood there and watched how 
some asshole fucked poor crying Layne. While Jerry thought of guilt, his heart was beating very fast and 
hands were shaking a bit, because he actually was in shock. He hasn't seen two fucking men before, moreover 
he hasn't seen rapes before. For now, Cantrell didn't know would it be good if he'll confess that he watched it. 


Maybe better quietly leave and give Layne a time to recover and calm down? Jerry finally made a decision 


after few seconds of thinking. 


As Cantrell hoped, Sam didn't go to the bathroom and immediately came out. Jerry heard how the entrance 
door closed and when footsteps subsided, he sighed in relief and slowly went out his hideaway. He bit his lip 
nervously, stepping to his friend. The room was similar to the bedroom at a party in this light, but now 
atmosphere was pretty much worse. Layne's body was covered by street light outside, and quiet sobs came 
from him. Sometimes he loudly whimpered and breathed deeply, folding on the mattress and hugging himself 
with one hand. Candy's back was facing Jerry, who could clearly see red marks and bruises on the part of his 
body that was lit. Cantrell was scared and didn't know what to say to support, so he just whispered: 


"Layne?" 


Staley winced and opened his eyes, but didn't answer anything. When Jerry's hand carefully touched his 
shoulder, Layne held a breath and slightly cringed. 


"Listen, Layne, I'm sorry." Cantrell started, slowly stroking roommate's back and sitting behind him on the edge 
of the mattress. "I'm sorry I've seen it." 


"Fuck, no.. You don't have to.. l-Im sorry, honey" Layne softly mumbled and began to wipe his cheeks from 
tears, but still turning away from Jerry. "I didn't want you to see this shit” 


Cantrell silently stood up and filled random cup with water, then he returned to Layne, who already fixed up 
his underwear and jeans. He sat up reluctantly, wincing from the pain. Staley's crystal blue eyes were filled 
with tears and lips trembled slightly, but he tried so hard to hide it all, because he didn't want Jerry to worry 
about his problems. Candy might be angry on his mate, but he thought of Jerry more than of himself again 


"Thank you, Jer." He barely smiled, but faltering voice betrayed his awful condition. Powerless hands could 
hardly hold a cup, but he greedily drank the water and then began to stand up slowly. When they both were on 
their feet, they stood midst the room in front of each other. Candy also didn't want Jerry to see his face and 
body, so as he felt Cantrell's intent look on himself, it strained him a bit. They were in silence, while Jerry 
warily eyed his friend. Finally, Cantrell's finger arbitrarily stretched to Layne's still bleeding lip and wiped it 
slowly, and it as if awakened Candy. He harshly hugged Jerry, wrapping his hands around his back and burying 
nose in his shoulder. Jer gasped in surprise, because he rather expected a slap than a hug. He thought that 
Candy might be disgusted with touch somebody, but if it had to be this way, he sighed and closed his eyes, 
hearing Layne's quiet sobs and running his hand over friend's back very lubberly. 


After few minutes, Staley leaned back and pulled cigarettes and a lighter from the jeans pocket. It was hard to 


perform the ritual with trembling hands, but when he finally did it, he glanced up at Jerry again, taking a deep 
drag and still standing very close to him. 


"It hurts, ya?" Cantrell broke the silence and stared at Layne perplexedly, not knowing what exactly he should 
tell or do. 


"Yes, Jerry" 


Staley's soft quiet voice and calm tone made Cantrell feel very, very stupid for asking shit like this, so now he 


wanted to figure out what was really important. 
‘Layne, what's the debt? Why did you borrow money from him?" 


Its not your deal" Candy snapped unexpectedly, exhaling. Jerry's questions annoyed him a bit on the 
background of stress, so even if he didn't want to respond rudely, it happened by itself. 


"You know, it's not okay if some dudes will kick and fuck you here." Jerry began to get angry too, because the 
whole situation was just disgusting. He didn't know why Layne didn't want to tell him, Jerry could help him after 
all. "Why were you need money?" 


Its my problems, not yours." Layne take a long drag again and shivered, hugging himself with one hand again. "| 
can decide by myself if | need money, Jerry. Moreover, | can decide by myself who will come and fuck me, 


alright? l'm a big boy and you can't teach me how to live my life.” 


Staley whispered it very quickly and nervously. It supposed to be rough, but it looked more like justification of 
child, which was blamed by his parents for misbehavior. Meantime, this mumbling even angered Jerry, who 


needed a straight answer. 


"Fuck, it's not okay!" Cantrell repeated and spread his hands indignantly, still staring at Layne. "Stop fucking 
around and tell me what the fuck is happening. | can protect you from him!" 


"You already didn't protect me from him." Layne murmured and turned away, holding cigarette between two 


trembling fingers and feeling how tears slowly began to fill his eyes. 


"Aw yeah? Well, excuse me, but you just told me it's only your fucking problems and now | have to solve it?" 
Jerry snarled loudly, but when he heard sobs again, he broke off and carefully put his hands on Layne's 
shoulders. He squeezed it slightly and whispered with pretty much softer tone. "Damn, I'm sorry, Layne, | really 


am. 


"No, | didn't want to blame you, Jer. You're absolutely right, and | was right too. It's not your business anyway. 
You don't have to protect me, you don't have to calm me and you wasn't supposed to see this." Layne tried to 
sound calmly and quietly, but his voice cracked and then he gave a sob treacherously, stopping his tries to 
make a look that everything's fine. Cigarette was ending, so Candy cringed one more time, exhaling the last 


smoke. He knew that Jerry wanted to see his face, but he looked not so good and it seemed this trifle worried 


him more than anything else, so he preferred to ignore it until Cantrell lost his patience. 


"Fuck, Layne, turn to mel" Jerry harshly forced Layne to face him after he exclaimed this, and when he met 
friend's tired blubbered face again, he sighed and pressed Candy to himself. Layne gave vent to emotions, so he 


buried face in Cantrell's chest and thin fingers grabbed the t-shirt on his back 


"Nobody needs me, Jerry." A barely audible whisper came from Layne's mouth. He choked a bit because of 
hysterical crying and then rested his chin to roommate's shoulder, making talking easier. The feeling of 
needlessness exacerbated after Sam just used him, and this resulted to the bad thoughts in his head. 
Thoughts, which sometimes visited him and made him depressed. 


"No, everybody loves you. Look over, Layne! Ask anyone, and he will tell you that you're fucking sweet. 
Everyone wants to befriend with you, you know, to be in your fucking company at parties." Layne already 
pulled away and stared at Cantrell in bewilderment. He opened his mouth to response, but Jerry interrupted 
him at once, continuing his stream of emboldening things. "I mean, | envy, really. Uh, | wish | had the same 


reputation like you have here. Damn, you can't worry about it!" 


"Because I'm a whore." Staley sighed deeply and shrugged. He put the hair behind his ear and looked down, 
because this embarrassed him for some reason. He rarely hesitated to this, but Jerry was quite different, and 


telling him this shit made Layne blush. 
"What?" Jerry raised his eyebrows, because he definitely didn't expect for this answer from Candy. 


"They want to converse with me because l'm a whore." Layne said quietly, still confusedly staring at the floor. 
"Some people say that | give the best blowjobs, that I'm good in sex and similar bullshit. Rumors like this 

always quickly spread in a scene. | don't know if it's true, but all what you said.. They just want me, uh, want 
to use me. | liked at first to be wanted by someone, but now, fuck, I'm tired of being like a toy that everyone 


might use and throw out. | mean, nobody actually needs me, Jer." 
Staley finally looked up at Jerry and pursed his lips, meeting friend's startled sight. 


Its not true." Cantrell blurted out and scratched his head, noticing a soft smirk on Layne's jaded face. "Well, 
everything in your hands anyways. If you tired, you can change the attitude." 


"Yep, now you see that its not the reputation that you may envy.. You're so fucking right though. | made it 
by myself" Candy bit his lip and slowly leaned to Jerry, putting hands on his shoulders, so as Layne whispered 
the next phrase, men's lips were nearly touching. "I'm tired and | wanna change my life. | wanna belong to the 


one person, Jerry." 


"W-who?" Cantrell swallowed, feeling Layne's hot breath on his lips, but his roommate just pulled away and 
smiled wearily, but gently as always. 


"You're late on your rehearse because of me. It seems you have to go or Sean will use his drum stick not on 
its original purpose.’ Candy sighed, still smiling at Jerry, who was a bit stunned of their almost happened kiss. 
He had to get used to these things from Layne, but every time it was really weird. "Don't worry about me, 
honey. | need a little time, and then I'll join you." 


"You sure, Layne?" Cantrell questioningly looked at Staley, because he knew that everything wasn't such good 
as his friend was trying to show. 


"| promise." 


eR 


"Nice, Cantrell, you're fucking late for an hour! You must thank God that | don't know the number of your 
room, because | would definitely come and check what you and your princess were doing this time." Sean 
grumbled, crossing his arms. "Excuse me, but me and Mike aren't faggots and can't occupy ourselves with the 


same things." 


This shit and Starr's laugh met Jerry in the rehearsal room, but after few minutes of showdown, they calmed 
down and started to play some songs. Anyhow, Cantrell couldn't throw Layne away from his head and 


constantly thought of him until he finally came to the room. 


Everyone smiled when Candy walked into. Jerry was glad to see him in his usual form, so Sean and Mike were 
glad to the bottles of beer that Layne brought to them. Staley's soft and cheerful ‘hey, guys! fully reassured 
Cantrell, so he could quietly work with the knowledge that Layne was sitting near him on the couch and 
everything with him is fine. Or it was looking this way at least. 


They stuck there for two hours, but their rehearsal was interrupted with Barry's head in the doorway. He 


grinned from ear to ear and held two packages: one was filled with weed, and the second with cocaine. 


"We were searching for the company for tonight shooting, so you guys are the best fucking option!" Barry 
exclaimed and came into the room, then he collapsed on the coach near Layne and threw his catch on the old 
coffee table. Judging by his rapid movements, he was already mighty well stoned. "My friends will join us with 
the few cases of booze, dudes!" 


Barry was very proud to see how four guys were glad for his coming, because frequently everyone in the 
Music Bank totally ignored his existence. Sean and Mike left their musical instruments at once and came to the 
couch, but Jerry at first hesitantly looked at Layne. He would like to get drunk and stoned, but was guided by 
his friend, who could refuse and it would be justified. However, Staley cheerfully winked to him and gave to 
know that he doesn't mind, because it might be the best way to be aside from bad thoughts. It's better than 
laying at the familiar mattress and watching boring TV anyway. 


Five guys moved to the Music Bank’ hall and a little bit later few men truly joined them. They brought a lot of 


beer, whiskey and shitty snacks, and all this immediately came into use by company of twelve people, which 


included Diamond Lie members, Layne, Barry, three dudes that Candy knew somehow, two weird guys and two 
not so pretty chicks. The small hall wasn't designed for so many drunk people, but nobody gave a fuck 


They started with beer, which then was mixed with weed, and Jerry, despite he became drunk very quickly, 
spent all the time sitting on the couch beside Layne, watching his condition and mood. He shouldn't do it, but he 
did, and Candy noticed his anxiety, so in response he tried so hard to show Cantrell that everything's cool. This 
time he meant it. It was hard day in emotional sense, so they both needed to relax, and Barry was so fucking 
appropriate with his stupid offers. 


‘Ooh, it seems Cantrell's a fucking virgin in getting stoned" He laughed, and then rapturously exclaimed. "We 
have to cram in him all this shit until he fucking die!" 


‘lm not a virgin, I've smoked before!" Jerry snapped more in jest than actually angry, but he didn't mind 
anyway. Meantime, Candy liked and supported this idea too. He slowly took weed and a piece of paper from the 
coffee table and began to make an amp joint, trying to concentrate on it despite of woozy mind. 


"Not in such quantities, babe." Layne smirked and set a fire to it with the lighter. He inhaled one time and then 
put it in Cantrell's barely opened mouth. Jerry took a drag and tilted his head to the back of the couch, while 
Staley's hand was slowly stroking his knee. It felt so fucking good, so he closed his eyes and listened to 


conversation, smiling almost all the time. 


But Jerry wasn't the only one from Diamond Lie who enjoyed happened. Stoned, but completely happy Sean and 
Mike were doing some shit around While everyone talked, they had to piss out of the window and laugh their 
asses off over wall clock, but as they heard that people decided to switch to whiskey and coke, both 
immediately appeared beside the table. As Mike blew coke, these chicks became much prettier and he left 
Kinney, occupying girls‘ attention Sean wasn't really upset, because it was simple to find a new company of 
people that didn't mind of doing some shit. 


In the same time, two faggots still sat on the couch and unhurriedly poured whiskey shots, so Layne almost all 
the time did some sweet things. His hands often touched Jerry's haunches, stomach or chest, stroking it 
gently. Sometimes he even put his head to guitarists shoulder and almost kissed his neck, but Cantrell didn't 
mind of these pleasant feelings. Anyway, insistent Barry pulled him out of his relatively tolerable state. Jerry 
knew that then it will be worse. It felt good at that moment, it will be good for few more hours, but then he's 
gonna be in hell. However, the very essence of parties were in this. Cantrell long hesitated to condemn himself 
to a loss of control, but Candy's smirk and his hand on the shoulder finally persuaded Jerry to take the 


cocaine. 


Jerry didn't recognize when he laid down, but thereby he took the whole sitting place with his long body. Heavy, 
but pleasant feeling filled his mind, and he wanted so much to share it with Layne, who was already sitting on 
the floor between the couch and coffee table. Jerry's strong fingers ran through roommate's dark curls and 
he bit his lip, moving hand slightly. It might look very strange on the part of other people, but in this company, 
everyone knew who's Layne and what they could expect from these two guys. Candy laughed at Jerry's weird 
movements and slowly turned his head to him, looking over friend's body. He wanted to take coke too, and he 


knew the way that would be better for this. 


Cantrell gasped and barely opened his red shot eyes when he felt how cold fingers slowly lifted his t-shirt. He 
looked down and saw Layne, who was sitting between his spread legs and making two white lines right on his 


stomach. 


"Layne?. What are you doing?" Jerry murmured illegibly and tried to move, but his limbs didn't obey. Candy 
lustfully smiled and leaned down his stomach, tickling navel slightly with his tongue. Cantrell bit his lip and 
looked around, but no one paid any attention on them. Here were even more people than at the beginning, but 
they all were wasted. Jerry didn’t notice how everybody scattered around the room. Although most were stil 
loudly talking and drinking, some guys laid on the floor, Sean was making a tower with plastic cups for some 
reason, Barry slept near the wall and Mike kissed the chick, while other girl was puking in the package. Cantrell 
thought he closed his eyes for a few seconds, but it seemed a lot of time passed. In addition to conversation, 
music came from somewhere, although Jerry couldn't recognize which band was playing. All sounds mixed up in 


his head in a continuous flow of noise. 


Anyway, there was no reaction to two men on the couch, so if they didn't care, Cantrell shouldn't care too. He 
looked back at Layne and smiled, feeling now the tip of his nose touched his stomach. Candy quickly took the 
both lines into his nostrils and groaned, tilting his head back. Blood came right up to the face and Layne barely 
smiled with closed eyes, looking so fucking beautiful, but then he slowly leaned down to Jerry's stomach again 


and kissed it. 
"Woah guys, this fucking jerk became Candy's lover!" 
Sean's tower broke after this phrase, as he began to laugh. 


"Barry, when you managed to wake up?" Layne softly asked and slowly sat on the couch, licking his lips and 


crossing skinny legs. 


"I woke up specifically by the time to see you almost giving him a blowjob." Barry smiled and shrugged, nodding 
at Cantrell. He meantime stared at Sean, who couldn't help with his laugher, looking at heterosexual Jerry's 


serious red face. 


"Well, here are some people, who have seen me actually giving Jerry a blowjob, then you're so unlucky.” Layne 
warmly smiled, taking an empty Jack Daniels from the coffee table. He stood up and slowly took the bottleneck 
in his mouth, forcing Sean to laugh at his bandmate even louder, because Cantrell's eyes widened and glued to 
Candy's lips. Staley pulled the neck out of his mouth, slowly licked it and gave bottle to spacey Barry, then 


winking to him and heading to somewhere. 


Jerry sat up and spat on the floor, scratching the back of his head and trying to realize what was going on. 
Per I5 minutes of sitting on the couch, he drank few more shots of whiskey and decided that he has to go to 
the toilet. Just as he went there, rocking on the move from side to side and hitting some things, Layne came 
back and lost his friend for a moment, but then he almost immediately guessed where Cantrell might go. Candy 


beforehand took one more unopened bottle from the table, straightened his hair with a free hand and followed 
him, slightly swaying too. 


The toilet door was half-opened and Layne went into, holding whiskey in his hand. Jerry stood there and tried 
to fasten the jeans, resting his other hand on the dirty wall and not noticing his roommate behind. 


"Jer?" 


He sharply startled and turned to Layne, making him smile. Cantrell was so stoned that he forgot about his 
unbuttoned and lowered jeans. Candy quickly glanced down and lustfully smiled, noticing that there was no 
underwear, but for now he had to free his hands and to put bottle somewhere, so the first available place 


was a sink. 


"Shit, Layne!" Jerry laughed and leaned back to the wall, looking at his friend and heavily breathing. The shared 
toilet in the Music Bank was very small, and two men actually filled it with themselves. Room was getting hot, 


and even opened door didn't save guys from closeness. 
“Jerry...” 


"Here's so fucking hot, uh, goddamn I'll smother." Cantrell didn't care about anything and accidentally interrupted 
soft voice, but Layne smirked at his quiet mumbling and stepped to him even closer. Jerry groaned as he felt 
Layne wet Tongue again, slowly moving upward along his neck, while fingers slightly touched his dick. Candy 
nuzzled Cantrells jaw and looked down, wrapping his hand around semi-erected shaft. It was easy to turn 
stoned Jerry on, and whore wanted to use this possibility. Hot Layne's breath on the neck made guitarist want 
so much to pull t-shirt off, so Staley, who always knew what his lovers want, carefully lifted it up to the 
chest with free hand. Jerry gasped and pressed the back of his head to the wall, feeling Candy's lips barely 


touching his earlobe. 
“Jerry...” Layne whispered, squeezing his cock. "Daddy, | want you to fuck me." 


Cantrell stood there motionless, trying to breathe and suppressing loud groans. Despite of friend's passivity, 
Candy smiled, because the dick in his hand began to harden. He pulled away slowly and bit his lip, staring at 
Jerry's face. Layne truly wanted this man. He already didn't care about happened with Sam because weed and 
coke worked like a painkiller in the both senses: physical pain and heartache just disappeared. He guessed that 
pain will return in the morning, but feelings are much more important. Moreover, Candy knew that they'd have 
something completely different than he had had before. Layne rarely had to ask someone to fuck him, but now 
he knew that he must take the initiative. Surely, Jerry wanted it too, but he was too scared of his own 


desires to do the first step. 


Layne slowly pulled Cantrell's t-shirt off ant threw it on a small sink, so as he did it, Jerry gasped in relief and 
opened his eyes. Candy's sweet face was the first thing he seen, and he was glad about it, but all that he 


could made was an uncertain stupid smile. 


"C'mon, Jerry, don't be such fucking sissy." Layne took Cantrell's hands and pressed it to his hips, while his 
crotch through the jeans touched man's cock. "You can do whatever you want, and | know you want to take 


me, don't you?" 


"Shut the fuck up, Layne." Jerry quietly mumbled and laughed, feeling how Candy left a hickey on his neck and 
clinching his skinny hips. Cantrell wanted more, but his whore decided to tease him a bit and pulled away, while 
his slender fingers crept into jeans pocket. Jerry's half-opened red eyes watched him, but guitarists heavy 


breath and a lost look turned Layne on. 


While Layne was busy with his pocket, Jerry slowly slid down the wall and sat on the dirty floor, because to 
stand without any support was fucking hard to him in this condition. He stretched his long legs between Layne's 
and his feet probably protruded from the toilet doorway, but nobody cared. Staley smirked, looking at his lover, 
and finally slowly pulled out the small bottle of lube that he took from the room before went to the toilet. He 


knew that it will be something between them tonight, so preparing is always such a nice thing. 


"Come to me, what the fuck are you doing there?" Jerry quietly grumbled, making his friend chuckle. However, 
this had no effect, because fucking teaser Layne didn't hurry even for a sec. 


Candy gasped and tilted his head back, inhaling deeply and trying to open whiskey bottle. His gaze slid to the 
steamy mirror, in which he could barely see himself. Finally burning liquid passed through Staley's throat and 
he again looked down at Jerry, who all this time sat motionless and scanned lover's lanky, but lovely body. It 
was covered with clothes, but looked good, so Jerry knew it would be even better without any things. In his 
turn, Layne knew he should prove it. His fingers quickly unbuckled black leather belt, so after few more 
seconds, Candy fully pulled down his tight jeans and carefully stepped over it, while Jerry's eyes were glued to 
his legs. His sight slowly lifted up to Layne's white boxers, and then even higher to his stomach, just at the 
moment when singer unbuttoned and pulled off his long shirt with an ethnic pattern Red marks and bruises 
covered all Candy's body, but man was too high to attach importance to this. Jerry groaned of his burning 
desire and slowly laid down on the dirty toilet floor, while Layne was standing above already naked. His clothes 
sloppy hanged from the edges of sink, the room was getting even hotter and the light became dimmer because 


of cheap bulb. 


When Layne finally sat down on his haunches Cantrell harshly exhaled and bit his lip. He gently ran his hands 
along Jerry's torso to the shoulders and then back to the stomach, making his man moan quietly. Candy 
smirked and took a bottle of lube from the floor, then squeezing transparent substance on his palm, so as he 
finished, the contrasting cold sensation came from Jerry's cock and forced him to buck up. Mix of weed and 
cocaine contributed to increase of sensitivity and made everything around speedier. Cantrell opened his eyes 
and bit his lip with a smile, watching how Layne intently looked down at his crotch, while his hand slowly moved 
up and down his dick, covering it with lubricant. Candy was fucking handsome with his pursed lips as he 
concentrated on pleasing his lover, and he certainly was doing it very good, but in despite of Jerry's 


exasperated sigh he stopped after few minutes. 


Layne grabbed Cantrell's wrist and raised it to his lips, so then two guitarists fingers finally drowned in his 
mouth. But Jerry wanted more and he wasn't a patient man, especially in this sense, shortly wet and covered 


with Candy's saliva fingers penetrated into whore. Layne harshly tilted his head back and moaned slutty, moving 


his hips against guitarists strong calloused fingers. 


"Yeah, babe." Staley ran his hand through the dark curly hair and arched his back when Jerry raised his body, 
clinching his hips and staring at him. Layne's soft whisper and hot heavy breathe turned him on so much, and 
now he was ready to forget about anything. He didn't care anymore about sexual orientation or people around 


that might see them together. All Jerry cared about were his sexual arousal and the reason of it, Candy. 


Cantrell loudly gasped when his cock began to penetrate into Layne, who tensely pulled his stomach and pressed 
his hips down. Due to dope and alcohol, pain receded and gave way to the pleasant sensations, but Jerry's huge 
size forced whore to whine and screw up his eyes. Staley felt familiar burning inside and bit his lip, emitting 
short loud moaning and running his hands over Jerry's intense sweaty torso. When Cantrell's dick fully 
penetrated to him, Layne spread his legs wider and moaned again. The avalanche of sensations made everything 
around so fuzzy and dizzy, that Candy barely could see Jerry before him. Meantime, his partner was lost in 
the feelings too, but impatient of getting more, so he almost arbitrarily gave Layne's buttock a hard loud 
spank. 


"Fuck!" Candy gasped and immediately began to move up and down very slow, trying to get used to Jerry. He 
felt how his whole body was burning of heat in the room and constant rubbing, but sensation of man's skin 
inside drove him crazy and made to moan even louder with movements, which gradually became more 


frequent. 


Jerry at first tried to see Layne's pretty face when he fucked him, but then, when the pace became faster, 
he closed his eyes and decided to rely solely on his feelings, and it was well enough to groan periodically. 
Cantrell's hands shifted from Candy's haunches to his bony thighs, clutching it and moving to the beat of 


whore's own motions. 


Jerry could barely breathe when Layne began to move deeper, while his soft moans occasionally turned into 
shouts. His hips were doing something unbelievable, it moved quickly, but smoothly, in addition sometimes 
arching towards and making small circles. Candy's hands were chaotically running over his own body, while loud 
melodic screams escaped from his chest. Layne was the vocalist, and Cantrell could only support him with the 


quiet hoarse groans. 


"You fucking whore!" Jerry screamed after Candy slapped his haunch behind. Mix of men's breathe, moans and 
resounding spanks echoed in Cantrell's head, the overwhelming swelter filled the room and made it all 
intolerable. Throbbing sensation in tight Layne's cavity was so strong, that Jerry began to move under him 


harshly, straining his whole body. 


"Fuck you, Jerry!" Staley gasped and pressed his trembling palms to Cantrell's chest, gaining the maximum rate 
of movements and quickly heavily breathing. "Oh please, daddy, you're so fucking strong!" 


Layne's lustful tone forced Jerry to cling to his thighs and moan. His stomach muscles relaxed, what meant 


that he was ready, and blue, but red shot eyes opened wide, focusing on lover's tired sweet face. Candy 


continued quickly move up and down Cantrell's cock, groaning loudly, while Jerry arched his back and held the 
breath. Finally, strong guitarists hands harshly pressed Layne's hips to his, and he cum into his whore, then 
slapping his ass again and tilting his head back. Long blonde hair fell on his face, while he few times flinched, 
barely breathing. Layne, feeling warm ejaculate inside, smiled and bit his lip, lowering arm and wrapping fingers 
around his own cock. He began to jerk off quickly, still moaning, but much quieter, and after few seconds came 


on Jerry's stomach, pursing shoulders and slowly opening his eyes. 


Layne tried to catch his breath and looked at his lover, who laid there motionlessly and only by his heaving 
chest could see that he was alive, but his face was hidden under the hair, and then soft hand carefully 
removed it. Jerry wrinkled his nose, so Candy chuckled and raised himself on his hands, pulling away from the 
cock. He stood up and quickly put on his boxers and jeans, sometimes losing balance though. When Layne 
finished fixing his clothes, he took his bottle from the sink and sat down on the floor near to Jerry, who 
already was sitting there too, leaning his back to the wall and trying to recover after happened. Candy made a 
sip of whiskey and handed it to his friend, looking over the small dirty room. His gaze slid to the opened door 
and smiled, hearing music and conversation noise from afar. Layne surprised, that he didn't hear these sounds 
before, because it was pretty loud. Then he glanced at the ceiling and noticed some insects swirled near the 
dim light. Even steamier mirror, dirty sink, his hanging ethnic t-shirt and Jerry's long legs on the floor. All 
stayed the same. 


Finally, Candy's gaze reached Cantrell's red face, who all this time stared at his lover and slowly drank his 
whiskey. Layne's dark dyed hair was disheveled and eyeshadow slightly rubbed, making him look truly like a 
cheap whore. Even his gestures reminded some bitch, but he was better than any of chicks. Staley smirked 


and slowly leaned down to Jerry's shoulder, sniffing him. 


"| like the way you smell" He whispered with a smile and slowly licked Cantrell's biceps, wrapping hand around 
his arm. 


"Yeah?" Jerry chuckled and took one more sip, squinting at him. 


"M-hm, don't you know you're fucking hot?" Candy heard Jerry's another chuckle and bit his lip, slowly and 
gently wiping his stomach with own hand. 


"| guess." Jerry shrugged and laughed. "Well, if the best whore in Seattle asked me to fuck him by himself." 
"Yeah, yeah, you must be proud of yourself now, pretty boy." Layne interrupted him with a wide smile and 
pulled away. He quickly pulled a cigarette off the pocket and lightened it, then exhaling and throwing a lighter 
and a pack to the floor. Staley finally looked up at his lover, who meantime turned his head to him too. 
"Wanna?" 


Jerry grinned and took a cigarette from Candy's hand. 


"You know, | don't smoke actually." He said, taking a long drag and then one more sip of whiskey. 


"You will." 


Cantrell glanced at Layne, who sat beside and watched him with a lustful look. Whiskey made him completely 
drunk again, and when his friend gave him bottle back, he knew that after few sips he will bring down, but did 
one more. After familiar liquid burned his throat again, Candy sighed, leaned back to the wall and put his head 


on Jerry's shoulder, closing his eyes and inhaling the heavy air in the room. 


Chapter 6. 


"Good morning, hero of the night." Layne's soft lips slightly touched Jerry's forehead, but when Cantrell even 
barely opened his eyes, the vomit immediately coming right up to the throat. He quickly pushed Candy, leaned 
over the coach and puked on the floor. Jerry coughed few times, while Layne was carefully holding his long 
hair, in case if his roommate would do it again. He looked down and fastidiously frowned, noticing that his 


sneakers were stained "Ugh, nice." 
"Sorry" Jerry whispered hoarsely. 
"That's alright" Layne sighed and frustratingly ruffled guitarists messy hair. "I'll look for water, honey." 


Candy stood up and went to his room, because he thought that if here was water, somebody already drank it 
all, and was right. 


Meanwhile, Cantrell laid back on the couch and began to look over. He didn't remember how ended up in the hall, 
and, moreover, he didn't remember anything from the time he and Layne were sitting on the toilet floor and 
drinking fucking whiskey. His head ached even more than after first party with Staley and stomach burned as 
hell, but he really wanted to see what happened around. Few guys slept on the floor, somebody on the chair, 
somebody sometimes passed through the room, watching for something. When some man woke up, Jerry could 


immediately hear a groan from him, because the whole company was awfully sick after last night party. 


Finally, Layne returned, holding the water bottle and smiling to Jerry, but the same time another familiar face 


appeared from the doorway of some room. 


"Hey," Sean slapped Candy's shoulder slightly and sighed. "Dude, there some guy puked on your shirt that you 
left in the toilet.” 


"What? Another one?!" Layne groaned aloud in frustration and quickly headed to the toilet, foisting bottle of 


water to Sean's hand before he disappeared in the corridor again. 


Kinney chuckled and stepped to Jerry, giving him bottle that, he guessed, was supposed to him. Sean yawned 
and sat on the armchair near couch, then lazily putting both hands behind the head. 


"Well, how's Layne now?" 
"Why don't you ask me how | am?" Jerry furrowed and slowly sat up to drink his water. Questions about him 
and Layne fucking jammed him. Especially now, when he wasn't up to it. The weird thing was that he 


remembered their sex down to the last details, as a blowjob. 


"Listen, your face look like someone's shitting on you, | already see that you're not okay." Sean grinned, meeting 


Jerry's irritable look. "Better tell me how's Layne." 


"What do you mean at least?" Cantrell drank his water and collapsed on the coach again, closing his eyes and 


quietly groaning from headache. 


"C'mon, man, needless to say that your moans were clearly audible. Then, we found you both sitting on the 
floor half-naked, even your fly wasn't fastened and your dick was friendly peeking out. In addition, an opened 
bottle of lube stood beside." Kinney raised an eyebrow. "Well, now tell me that you're not a fag and somebody 


tricked on you." 


"He's good." Jerry calmly curtly replied, trying to hide his annoyance from Sean, but drummer knew his friend 
too well to believe. He opened mouth to make another sarcastic comment toward Cantrell and his sexual 
orientation, but Jerry as if felt it, although he continued to lie with his eyes closed and palm pressed to his 
forehead. "Fuck off, Sean You will never get something like this." 


"Oh thank you so much, Jerry, but I'm not interested in fucking men's asses.” Sean laughed in response. 


Meantime, Cantrell's salvation forlornly trudged from the corridor leading to the toilet. Layne stepped to the 
couch and perplexedly scratched his head, apparently still being upset about spoiled shirt and looking over two 


men, but Jerry, who couldn't see him, continued: 
‘lm not a fucking fag!" 


‘Sure you're not! Are you scoffing at him again, Sean?" Layne's soft voice made Jerry harshly twitch and open 
his eyes wide, while Candy smirked as Sean quickly complacently nodded. But even more annoying thing to Jerry 
was how Layne affectedly pouted and stroked blonde hair as if he was just a stupid child. "Poor baby! Let's go 


to the room, I'll save you from this bully." 


Jerry rolled his eyes, but stood up slowly, because laying in silence and calmness would be much better way to 


recover. When he and Layne almost went to the passage to the corridor, Sean's loud voice came from behind. 


| hope you remember of rehearsal, guys, tomorrow morning. And yeah, your lubricant, lovebirds. It's still in 


toilet!" 


"You can pick it up, | have one more." Layne turned to Kinney and gave him an innocent smile on the way. 


"Please, honey, don't forget to tell Mike it's a gift from me." 


Sean grinned, hearing Jerry's chuckle and watching how these two faggots slowly drifted into the corridor 
depth. 


Finally, they reached the room and Cantrell immediately occupied bathroom for an hour after Layne gave him 
an activated charcoal, which was sole, but very effective pill that he had. When Jerry finished gastric lavage 
and crawled to the mattress, it was Candy's turn to take medicine and stuck beside the toilet, but anyway he 


felt much better than his friend, because already used to take such quantities of alcohol and dope. However, 


he was haunted by headache, which was normal effect of hangover, and pain after last night's sex, which was 


no less normal too. 


In addition, Layne felt that everything was different. Even if they said just few words to each other, their 
attitudes changed markedly. He could hear it in intonations or feel in slight touches, but it was obvious, and he 
hoped Jerry noticed it too. Candy couldn't say that it was love or they became boyfriends, because they didn't 
talk about happened as well as after blowjob, but then was tension between them, and now they might be free. 
Layne sometimes wanted to kiss or hug Jerry, but his friend either puked or laid motionless on the mattress. 
For sure, he wasn't in the condition for some sweet things that Candy was ready to give him in every moment. 
It wasn't something serious that time, Layne just liked him. He liked Jerry's facial features, despite he looked 
funny with his cheeks sometimes, hair, body, voice, style, smile, surely cock, just everything in this redneck 
attracted Candy, and probably he could tell himself "what he fuck, dude?" with other circumstances. Anyway, 
he had what he had, and should work with it. 


In his turn, Jerry rarely thought of happened, because his head was busy with hangover repercussions, but 
when he did, he found himself wanting more. He said to Sean that Candy was good, but ‘good wasn't enough to 
describe all what he felt. Cantrell began to understand what exactly was so special in Layne, but he didn't want 
to use him once and let go. He was an owrer, and after Staley said that he wants to belong to the one man, 
Jerry could take that role. Moreover, he wanted to take it, because it seemed he had nothing to lose. Everyone 
around already thought he was gay. 


Each in his thoughts, they did nothing, trying to recover, and this way they spent almost all day. Even when 
evening came, Layne still lazily watched TV, while Cantrell dozed near him. However, quiet soon this idyll was 
broken by some guy, who loudly knocked to the door and woke Jerry up. Layne quickly jumped on his feet and 


opened to him, so there was one of his many friends around, which wasn't even friend to him in truth. 


"Hey Layne, how ya doing?" His voice came from the corridor and Jerry irritable turned away, facing wall and 


trying to fall asleep again. 


"Um, alright, thanks." Layne gave him a friendly smile, meantime trying to remember guy's name. "And you.. 


Kevin?" 
"Fine." Kev cheerfully shrugged and his reaction made Candy sigh in relief. "Listen, today is Willy's birthday, and 
they will give a gig in the Central Tavern. | know that after last night you probably feel not so good, but you 


just can't ignore it!" 


‘Oh well, I'll be there." Layne scratched his back, being unsure if he wanted to go somewhere tonight, but he 


still had a time to recover. "So..." 
"Fucking cool! Ill pick you up in an hour!" 


Kevin quickly shook Layne's hand and disappeared in the corridor, but thanks God he answered the question 
that Layne didn't manage to ask. Candy sighed, closing the door, and returned to the mattress, thinking of what 


to wear and Jerry alternately. He slowly sat down besides laying guitarist and stroked his leg gently, continuing 


to watch IV. 


"Don't you wanna go there with me?" He finally asked, but hearing Cantrells quiet and slightly hoarse voice was 


enough. 
"Are you fucking serious, Layne?" 


"Well, grumbler, pills ran out, so I'll leave some money so you can go to the pharmacy and buy it if you'll feel 
really sick" Candy softly smirked, still stroking Jerry's haunch with his fingers, so as man just nodded in 
response and sighed, he stood up and went to the bathroom to take a shower and prepare to the one more 


overwhelming party. 


That guy Kev was punctual and an hour later the entrance door opened again. Jerry slowly sat up and glanced 
at Layne, who was ready to go. He looked fucking awesome, as if he didn't feel sore all day: the usual make-up, 
earrings, rings, weird, but nice clothes and lovely smile. Jerry would like to go with him, but he couldn't. All he 


could do is to drown in his condition again after he went to the concert with Kevin. 


Jerry slept, watched TV, drank a lot of water, slept again, sat near the toilet, and all these boring activities for 
some reason made his mood and health even worse. After long time of | aimless laying on the mattress, he 
finally sat up and looked at Layne's wristwatch on the chair that they used like a nightstand. It was 2:00 pm, 
and Candy left 5 hours ago. 


"Woah." Cantrell sighed and looked over the small dark room. Quiet music and voices came from TV, some fly 
buzzed somewhere, but it was absolutely empty the same time. Jerry looked down at wristwatch again. 2:02, 
and a few bucks near. There was nothing to do, and Cantrell decided to go to the night drugstore nearby, and 
in addition fresh cold air outside might help with unceasing headache. He stood up, slowly wore a ransom t- 


shirt and went out. 

Layne inhaled and stuck his hand with a cigarette out the window, shaking his head to the beat of the music 
and singing it quietly. He loved night Seattle and interestedly looked around, smiling at big loud companies near 
bars or clubs. Some shitty radio put Samantha Fox's song, and «l wanna have some fun, | move my body all 


night long» by Candy forced driver to laugh. 


"Do you really like her?" Mike tried to drive his car, despite he was totally drunk, and this shit was the reason 
of many cracks on it. Layne giggled and carefully put his cigarette into Starr's mouth. 


"And you don't?" 


"| would fuck her." Michael replied and smiled to Candy, who leaned back to the car door and looked over his 


driver. 


"Well, who do you like more - Samantha Fox or me?" 


"You mean, which of you two | wanna fuck more?" Starr raised his brows and turned his head to Layne again, 


using this possibility while they were standing on the traffic light. 


"Right." Candy nodded and bit his lip with a wide lustful smile, looking how Mike chuckled in response and slowly 


exhaled smoke from the cigarette. The loud car beep came from behind and Starr abruptly moved forward. 


I'd prefer not to answer this question" Bassist said finally, forcing Layne to giggle again, but no one wanted to 
stop this conversation that seemed to them funny. 


"Don't wanna hurt me?" Staley leaned closer to bassist and looked at him fixedly, pursing his lips. Layne wanted 
to provoke Mike on telling some filthy things, and Starr didn't see in this anything bad. Therefore, they played 
with each other and both liked it. 


"Don't wanna hurt Samantha." Mike winked to Candy, and his answer obviously arranged him. Layne leaned back 
again and silently looked over car window, but smiling and a bit nervously stroking own knee. Starr drove with 
one hand, while second was holding the cigarette, and when he took one more long drag on the another traffic 
light, his gaze fell on Layne's skinny legs and the hand on it. He looked back on the road, meantime thinking of 
getting this whore in his list. Michael adored girls and girls adored him too, but if everyone around told that 
Candy's the best whore, there was something special in him. Anyway, they almost reached the Music Bank and 
he could do something right now. Car stopped on a parking place before the entrance of the small building, and 
Layne finally turned his head to Starr, giving him an inquiring look. 


"They say you're very good in blowjobs." Mike said, throwing his cigarette out of the opened window and 
staring at Layne. It seemed, Candy wasn't embarrassed of this phrase and only smirked. 


"Yeah? So you wanna check it out?" 


"What if I'd say yes?" Starr raised eyebrows and smiled, looking how Layne quickly put his dark hair behind the 
ear and licked his lips. He slowly leaned forward to Mike and kissed him, gently holding hand from the bassist's 
knee to his crotch. Candy tasted good, and his hot tongue slowly moved in Starr's mouth, while he was trying 
to lower his shorts and pants. 


Layne finally bent down and pressed his lips to driver's tip, jerking him off quickly and feeling how Mike's hand 
began to press on his head. Candy wrapped his fingers around base and made few long licks, while Starr closed 
his eyes and gripped singer's dark curls. He wanted Candy so bad to take his cock, and then he did, at once 
beginning to move up and down slowly. Mike wasn't like Jerry, so if Cantrell was a bit confused when Layne 
sucked on him first time, Starr was much more confident and demanding. His pressure on Candy's head became 
stronger and then he began to move it in the same pace, making whore's movements harsher and deeper. 
Layne couldn't help with quiet moans, squeezing Mike's haunch and trying not to stop, but then strong hand 
made him lift his head up by itself. 


Meantime, Jerry was standing before the familiar car. He immediately recognized his bandmate Mike and 


realized that there was someone giving him a blowjob. But when that person lifted up, Cantrell almost dropped 
his pills out of the hands. He couldn't believe there was Layne, but these dark curls and earrings made him 
absolutely sure. Well, Jerry maybe didn't has any reason to piss off, but he actually was. He wanted so much 
to step up to them, kick Mike's ass and scream at Staley, because he was so fucking jealous. Cantrell thought 
somehow that after last night Candy belonged only to him, his soft contacts, sights and tone gave to know 
about it after all, but now he understood it was just fake shit. Jerry couldn't even move from his anger, so he 


stood there and watched how Layne slowly kissed Mike, while his hand gently touched bassist's cheek 


"Fucking love it." Candy beatifically smiled and leaned down again, naughtily licking Starr's tip. Mike bit his lip with 
a grin on his face and heavily breathed, but when Layne fully took his cock and resumed his motions up and 
down, but now even quicker, he tilted his head on the back of the driver's sit. Bassist finally ran his fingers 
through Staley's hair and barely opened eyes. 


"Cantrell?!" Mike gasped and his eyes widened, watching how his bandmate abruptly turned and walked toward 
the front door of the Music Bank. He guessed, they just were caught, but Candy wasn't supposed to know 
about it right now. Due to music in the car and drunkenness, Layne couldn't clearly hear what Starr said, so he 


slightly pulled back and asked: 
"What?" 


"Nothing. Keep going" Mike harshly pressed on whore's head and forced him to work as hard as it was possible. 
Layne always knew the brink. He accurately recognized situations where it was necessary to do exactly what 


was demanded and when it would be nice to tease. 


After few more minutes, Michael gripped Candy's hair in both hands and came all over his mouth, filling it with 
warm sticky seed. Starr lowered his hands and gasped, trying to catch his breath, while Layne swallowed and 
slowly moved his tongue around the head of the penis. He finally sat down on his sit and carefully fixed up 
Mike's pants and shorts, licking his lips pruriently and smirking. 


"What would you say?" 

"Well, I've had better." Starr shrugged and turned to Candy, smiling to him. 

"Awl Then you offended Samantha Fox and me tonight!" Layne harshly turned to the backseat, stole Mike's 
beer from there and then opened the car door, but at the last second Starr laughed and pulled bitch to 
himself. They both knew he was just kidding, so Candy no longer resisted and kissed him at parting. He finally 


moved over and got out the car. 


"Hey, give me back my beer!" Mike screamed, but Layne just chuckled and spread his hands on the way to the 
Music Bank. 


Its a payment, Mikey!" 


Meantime, Jerry laid on the mattress in the completely dark room with opened eyes and waited. He didn't know 
if he would better scream now or at rehearsal tomorrow, but when he heard Layne's footsteps in the 
corridor, sharply turned away and pretended to be asleep. Soon Candy went into the room and carefully closed 
the creaking door, then at once heading to the bathroom. He was there for about IO minutes and hit 


something, as Cantrell could suppose after hearing quiet ‘ouch! from there. 


Jerry finally felt how Layne laid down on the mattress near to him. Cantrell really didn't want Candy to touch 
him right now, but his lips softly kissed his shoulder and he pressed his body to him behind, closing eyes and 
sighing wearily. Jerry frowned, feeling disgusted of happening, and slightly moved closer to the wall, because he 
couldn't push his roommate away or something. Need to say, he didn't fucking care about health anymore, 
because all his sickness as if disappeared after seeing Layne and Mike together. All, what Jerry thought about 
was Staley, and he really would like to tell him everything right now, to scream at him and go somewhere, but 
what's the point in trying to reach a drunken man? Cantrell groaned, hearing Candy's quiet snores, and decided 


to try to fall asleep, although thoughts of him interfered with this for a long time. 


Layne woke up and at once sat on the mattress, wiping his eyes and realizing that Jerry wasn't in the room, 
but then he remembered of today's rehearsal and it sighed in relief. Candy remembered all what happened 
yesterday, and he thought that there was anything bad, but deep inside he didn't want Cantrell to know about 
him and Mike from the some reason, although they weren't even boyfriends and shouldn't hold each other 
accountable. However, Layne was sure that there was nothing to worry about and hurried to join Diamond Lie 
in the Music Bank’ rehearsal room, but on the way he met Mike, who stood midst the hall and obviously waited 
for him. They smiled to each other, despite Candy noticed that Starr wanted to say something important, and 
it strained him a bit. 


"Hey, Layne!" Mike caught up with singer, who was quickly heading to the door of rehearsal room, and he knew 
that Jerry was there. Starr understood that there was no more time to warn Layre, so as he almost opened 


the door, Michael quietly blurted. "Cantrell saw us together last night." 


"What?!" Candy gasped under his breath, but it was too late to hide somewhere. He nervously swallowed and 
slowly looked up at his roommate, who stood in the room with crossed arms and stared at two guys before. 
Staley was mad at Mike, who obviously should say this yesterday, but it was nothing compared with his fear 
of Jerry's anger. Starr shrugged and went into, ignoring impending tension in the room, while Candy could do 


nothing but standing near the doorway and looking at Cantrell confusedly. 


"What's happening between you two, huh?" Jerry asked calmly, even too calmly to believe that everything was 
okay. 


"Nothing." Candy whispered and hugged himself with one hand, nervously biting his lip and looking alternatively 


at Mike and Jerry. Layne knew it was only beginning, and was preparing for the worst. "Jer, please, listen." 


"Yeah? | didnt thought so when | saw you sucking on him last night" Cantrell snapped, harshly raising his tone 
and making Staley shut his mouth. He glanced at bassist, as if he could save him, and Mike understood his 


silent supplication. 


"What's fucking wrong with you, man?" Starr said quietly, pulling bass guitar out of its case. "Leave him alone." 


"Shut the fuck up, Mike." Cantrell barked and shifted his attention from Layne to Starr, while Candy fearfully 
watched them, waiting for an impulse for something more than tense conversation. "You fucking knew that we 


were Together at the last party" 


"So what? You fucked him one time and now thinking that he's your property?" Mike grinned and it seemed he 
didn't even care of Jerry's increased rage. He finally turned to Cantrell and looked at him very impertinently 
and calmly, so his confidence enraged guitarist even more. "Woah, your beloved girl gave me a blowjob on your 
eyes and then went to sleep with you. You know, Jerry, wanna small advice? Close your mouth, because nobody 


cares.” 


Cantrell wasn't actually a patient man, so, of course, Mike's words freaked him out. The next second he 
abruptly gave his bandmate a push, and the response was immediate. Jerry flew back and hit his back against 
the wall, so Candy loudly gasped and rushed to him, trying to grab roommate's hand and stop just begun brawl, 
but he was ignored and pushed away. 


"Jerry!" Layne loudly exclaimed, while two men clutched each other and the situation became tenser. Staley 
knew that if he couldn't stop them because of his inability of fighting, Sean would do it. He quickly ran to the 
doorway and looked outside, hoping to see Kinney, but the corridor was empty, and Mike and Jerry weren't 
going to stop. When Layne anxiously turned, he could see how Starr punched guitarist in the cheekbone, and 
despite of their difference in growth, Mike looked much confider. Candy shuddered and closed his eyes, but 


then strong hands grabbed his shoulders and moved him aside from doorway sharply, but carefully. 


"Holy fuck, kids! What's going on?" Sean laughed and quickly snatched Jerry, who continued waving his hands and 
was trying to hit Mike. 


"Asshole." Starr in turn rolled up his shirtsleeves and demonstratively spat on the floor, looking at Cantrell. 
After few seconds of resisting, Jerry finally escaped from Sean's hands and sharply exhaled, staring at his 


bandmates with undisguised hostility. 
"Don't fucking touch me!" He snarled loudly. 


"Alright, coddle" Kinney sighed and crossed his arms, but when Cantrell harshly withdrew his hand as Layne 


attempted to approach him, drummer had to shout. "Calm down!" 
Candy nervously pursed his lips and glanced at Jerry in fright, not daring to step up to him anymore. 


Finally, Cantrell's sight fell on culprit of their fight with Mike, and Layne at first warmly smiled to him, hoping 
that everything might be okay, but then guitarist just abruptly walked out of the room. Candy ran out into 
the corridor, trying to caught up with Jerry, but man already quit the Music Bank, heading to nowhere with no 
money. Layne sighed and bit his lip, looking at the front door as if his friend might come back, but there was 


nothing. Jerry just slipped away, and Staley felt like he's nothing but a fucking whore. He couldn't suppose 
yesterday that his act would hurt Cantrell so much, but it did, and now he should do something to establish a 
relationship, and that was difficult in these circumstances. Layne didn't even know where Jerry went and how 


long he will be there, so it remained only to wait. 


Cantrell wasn't at home for two days and a half, and the range of Candy's emotions was very wide. At first, 
he didn't treat this too seriously, but by the evening of the first day his mood has changed a lot. Layne 
became worried about Jerry, who was God knows where and still wasn't well oriented in Seattle. Surely, 
Cantrell's a grown man and can cope with any difficulties, but Candy couldn't handle with own anxiety. It would 
seem that nothing terrible was happening, although Layne was too emotional to not caring. He spent all the time 
before TV, waiting for him, and often glanced at the door, even if it didn't creak even once. The next day, he 


called Sean, but there was no information about Jerry from him, and then Mike respond with the same. 


Layne couldn't fall asleep because of Jerry's absence, finally drank the rest of the whiskey that found in fridge 
and even cried a bit when his restlessness reached the limit. Many different thoughts mingled in his head per 
these days. Sometimes he truly hated himself for promiscuity, but then concluded that Cantrell had no right 
to start a fight. Jerry was so fucking hysteric and made trouble for nothing. Moreover, he and Layne weren't 


even dating, so Candy couldn't clearly understand why he was so jealous, well, the same was with Henry. 


In the last morning, Layne woke up in pretty much worse mood than in the previous days, even if seemed that 
it couldn't be worse. One more intoxication, quiet drunken sobs among the night and an awful state in the 
morning were the result. Layne felt as shit in both senses: he had a headache and in addition still was worried 
about Cantrell. Despite Candy still hoped that Jerry would return, for now he wanted to scream at him and 
give a slap, because he ate away all Layne's nerves. At noon, Staley jumped on his feet, hearing the hard 
footsteps in the corridor. He held the breath, knowing that it was Jerry, and his assumption was justified, 
because next second man entered the room. Cantrell looked tired and untidily, well, apparently, he couldn't 
completely depart from a hangover. His long hair was messy and clothes stained, but Candy deeply inside was 
glad to see him healthy. When he saw Layne standing near the table and staring at him with wide eyes, he 


glanced at him in response, closing the door behind himself. 
"What the fuck are you doing?!" 


| have the same question to you, Layne." Jerry snapped rudely, looking how Candy was trying to hold himself. 
He stepped up to Staley as if screaming becomes much easier if you're looking straight in the face of your 


opponent. 


"What did | do wrong? Gave him a fucking blowjob?" Layne freaked out and frowned, crossing his arms and 


pouting. "Remind me when we fucking got married!" 


"Well, if its okay to you to tell me all this shit, fuck with me and the next day give a blowjob to the other 
man, then you're just a fucking whore, you know." Cantrell wrathfully shouted, while Layne pursed his lips, 
feeling how tears were filling his eyes. It hurt so fucking much, but Jerry just continued, as if he didn't notice 
anything. "You're just a fucking whore and you'll be a fucking whore." 


A sharp slap interrupted Jerry, and he definitely didn't expect it from gentle Candy. Cantrell needed a second to 
open his eyes, so when he did it, Layne was already heading to the door, wiping his cheeks with both hands. 
Jerry actually didn't want to let him go somewhere, because this is not how their quarrel should end. In 
addition, after this shit he might do anything, even tell him to get fucking out. Man gripped Layne's wrist and 
harshly returned him on his place. Staley didn't resist at least and looked at his offender with wet eyes, 
despite he was trying so hard to hide it all 


"Layne!" 


"What?!" Candy screamed in response, wresting wrist from Jerry's hand. "You need to be more careful when 
you're running your fucking mouth! You know what, it's hard to me to have a relationship with somebody. I've 
never had it seriously. Fuck, | just.. | mean, Sam and | had an open relationship and excuse me | used to be 


free" 


"Then be free!" Jerry barked, frowning and staring at Layne, whose voice cracked and lips were quivering from 


the situation. "Why the fuck do you need me?" 


"But | want only you anymore!" Staley desperately exclaimed and hugged himself with one hand. He really 
wanted this to be over and prayed to Jerry relented towards him, yet guitarist's next phrase with irritable 


tone almost killed him. 


"Just don't, alright? Don't tell me this fucking bullshit again. | thought you was sincere with me, but now | see 
everything you say is nothing but a fucking lie." 


"But Jerry!" 


‘Layne, dont" Cantrell crossly rolled his eyes, but Candy sharply and fiercely stamped his foot like a child. He 
knew that it's not true and wanted to convince Jerry that he wasn't lying, meantime realizing that he wasn't 
much time. 


"No, fucking listen to me! When | said that | want to belong to the one man, it was true. | just didn't used to 
control myself in this sense, but I'll behave, | swear." Layne's voice was soft and quiet to the end of the little 
justificatory speech. Jerry's gaze became brooding and quiet, so Staley decided to make one request. "Jer, 


please, don't blame Mike. You know that it's not his fault." 


"Why the fuck are you defending him?" Cantrell muttered, crossing his arms and frowning again. Everything 
that was associated with Mike hurt him, and this discovery surprised Layne. Jerry was so jealous, and iT was 


even a little nice to the person, who always felt lonely among many people around. 


"| don't want two friends to fight because of me." Candy sighed and looked down at the floor, biting his lip 
nervously and waiting for failure. "There's nothing between us, Jerry. | was drunk and stoned - this is why it 


happened. | would never have done it if you were there with me." 


"Then ain't no way you'll go without me." Cantrell's voice was serious and low, but Layne quickly glanced up at 
him and barely smiled, removing dark curly hair behind the ear. Jerry sighed, staring at guy before him. Candy 


in any case looked nice, even if he had a bit red nose and cheeks from crying. "So you want only me, right?" 
"Yes, Jerry, | wanna be only your whore." 


For several seconds there was silence, as two men looked at each other, being unsure what exactly to do. 
Jerry wanted to believe Layne, but he didn't know if it was a good idea actually. Staley, in his turn, wanted to 
prove Cantrell that he was wrong about him. However, they both wanted each other, so Candy finally abruptly 
leaned forward to Jerry, wrapping his hands around guitarists neck and hungrily kissing him. They never did it 
in sober condition before, so now it felt even better. They missed the taste of each other, so their kiss lasted 


a long time. 


Cantrell's hands slid from Layne's back to waist, while lover's fingers tangled in dirty blonde hair. He quietly 
moaned and pulled away, but the next second Jerry pressed whore's ass to the table, feeling how hot hands 
penetrated under shirt and began to lift it up. When black shirt finally collapsed on the floor near them, Candy 


lustfully bit his lip and ran palms over man's chest, watching own movements and breathing heavily. 


"I fucking want you." He whispered finally, looking up at guitarist, who definitely liked Candy's attention. Layne 
smiled and his hand slid down to undo Jerry's strap, so as he did it, fingers immediately slipped under boxers, 
touching semi-erected cock. Cantrell closed his eyes and hugged his lover, whose lips softly pressed to his neck. 
Sensation from Layne's kisses was so fucking good that Jerry quietly gasped, realizing that he wants to take 
this bitch right now. But first, he wanted this bitch to plead him. Cantrell slowly pulled away and raised an 


eyebrow, watching how Candy's face became quiet pained. 
"You're very badly behaved, Layne." 


"Babe, c'mon" Staley softly smiled, gently stroking Jerry's stomach and staring at him with appealing look. "You 


may punish me for my misbehavior." 


"The best punishment is not to fuck you." Cantrell tried to make the most serious face and stepped back, while 
his fingers began to zip up jeans and strap. 


"What? No, no, no!" Layne quickly grabbed Jerry's belt and pulled his man close, pouting. "Honey, please, l'm 


sorry.. | want you so bad, don't leave me here horny. It's not fair!" 


It's very fair, Layne." Jerry couldn't handle with chuckle, staring at childish face before. Candy was so sweet 
in any sense, so when he realized that he has a good possibility to excite his partner even more, his tongue 
slightly touched Cantrell's nipple, then moved around it and tickled a bit. Guitarist bit his lip and ran his strong 
fingers through Layne's hair, squeezing it and looking at him from above. 


"Daddy, please." Candy whispered and lifted his head up, licking his lips and meeting Jerry's smile. It was really 


weird that they screamed at each other few minutes ago and now everything's okay, but Cantrell was glad 
anyways. He guessed, Layne missed him previous night and now was happy that they're together, so in despite 
of offense, he knew that he should give him a time to prove his words. In addition, his reaction last morning 
was truly odd, because nobody gave him a right to think that Layne belongs to him, so Jerry decided to try to 
forget about this incident. For the some reason, he trusted Candy this time. 


Meanwhile he thought of this, Layne questioningly looked at him, still hoping that his torture's over, but 


Cantrell wanted to tease him a little more. 
"| know you can do better." 


Layne playfully rolled his eyes, turned to the table and quickly began to pull off his tight black jeans. Jerry 
knew that his whore was annoyed by waiting a bit, so he looked funny and deserved a slight slap. At least, for 
a start, it was enough, but Cantrell already decided to take this time a role of punisher for his bitch. Candy 
sighed and smiled warmly, feeling how Jerry's strong calloused fingers began to low his boxers. Sensation of a 
bit rough skin on the hipbones made Layne to gasp quietly, but then long nose buried in his broad shoulder, 
while Jerry's hands ran through Candy's body, so if even the t-shirt prevented to the direct contact, it still 
felt good. Finally, Cantrell's forefinger touched man's lip, and Layne knew well what would happen next. He 
carefully took two guitarists fingers in his mouth, but after few seconds of licking and sucking, it harshly 
thrusted into him. 


An empty beer can fell on the floor with a clatter, as Candy shuddered and pursed his lips tensely. However, 
when he felt Jerry's already hard cock touching his butt, it was difficult to handle with moans, so Staley 
rested his hands on the table and arched his back, obviously begging for more. Cantrell smirked and began to 
jerk off, pressing his tip to Layne's entrance, but hearing a wary sigh from his whore forced him to lean down 


and whisper: 
"Don't you mind if Ill keep use only saliva, Layne?" 


"Uh, damn." Chills ran through Candy's body when he felt Jerry's hot breath on his ear. He actually wasn't 
sure due to lover's size, but a sense of naturalness was incomparable. Layne quietly moaned and pressed his 


cheek to the table, while Cantrell straightened the back and looked down at whore's ass. 


"| guess you agree." He smiled and spat on his palm, then covering own dick with a natural lubricant. Candy 
silently leaned down to the table, hitting some empty bottles and raising his butt. Man's hands slowly lifted up 
the white t-shirt, exposing the back, on which still bore the bruises and small abrasions. Jerry sighed, moving 
his fingers down Layne's body, so when it finally reached the elastic band, whore quietly moaned, closing his 
eyes and gripping the edge of the table with both hands. Candy sounded and looked so dirty, because he knew 
that it turns his man very much. When boxers was lowered too, Cantrell tilted his head back and heavily 
exhaled, on touch unzipping his jeans again and looking around the room. The daylight stretched through a small 
window, so Jerry could clearly see almost all, what had happened with Layne last night. There was mess that 
reflected his feelings. Cantrell's free hand finally slapped Candy's haunch, so he obediently spread his legs wider 
and raised thighs, letting his man to enter him. 


Jerry's whole body was tense as he began to penetrate into Layne, who was trying to suppress the loud 
groans, which sometimes came out of his chest after all. Cantrell's hands pressed on Candy's loin, literally 
shoving guy into the table. Staley always was tight, maybe even too tight to Jerry, but man continued his 
thrusting, breathing heavily. 


"Fuck, Jerry!" 


Cantrell finally fully entered his whore and began to move, clinching his bony hips and loudly groaning. He liked 
to feel everything clearly, not being drunk or stoned, and for now Candy's tightness was unbelievable 
stimulating, despite it required some effort. Penetration began to get easier after few more strong 
movements, so Jerry closed his eyes and barely smiled, enjoying the melodious moans of his lover. Despite of 
cutting feeling, Layne adored burning sensation of Cantrell's skin inside, and every slap on his hips turned him 
on even more, so his groans became louder and louder. Over time, the room became so hot that it was 


difficult to breathe, but they both needed more. 


With a loud sigh, Jerry stopped for a several seconds and carefully lifted Candy's thin leg on the table. The 
whore as always was obedient to his man and withal had a good stretch, so the bend of Layne's hips allowed 
the acceleration of the pace of movements, which became much harsher and faster after that little pause. 
Candy stretched out on the table, while his trembling hands clinched the opposite edge of it and then cheek 
pressed to the cold wood. The mixture of different sensations drove him crazy, thus, he barely could contain 


himself, however trying to move own hips against Jerry's. 


"Shit!" The next second a loud scream escaped from the breast, when Cantrell's heavy hand gave bitch a sharp 
slap on the ass. Layne cringed and visibly took a breath, but Jerry didn't give him even a second to recover, 
so one more hard spank made his buttocks burn again. Cantrell supposed, whore enjoys such rough things, even 
if he looked like he's gonna cry. He was absolutely right, because Staley definitely liked to feel slutty, but 
particularly he liked to be Jerry's slut. 

Thrusting became unbearable to Layne, who couldn't even plant the feet into the floor anymore, then stopped 
fighting with himself and began to scream loudly with every Jerry's motion Meantime, Cantrell barely opened 
his eyes again and looked down at his whore, getting in trouble with breathing and feeling how cold drops of 
sweat were rolling down his body. Everything around became extremely suppressing, when his movements 


became fast whenever possible. Jerry tilted his head back and gripped Candy's hips, being almost ready to cum. 


"Fucking come into mel" Layne was so sensitive to his lover and subtly felt all what was happening with him. 
Guitarists pace slowed sharply, therefore pushing became deep and rude, making Candy almost sob between 


short loud screams. 


Cantrell harshly exhaled and bit his lip, staring down at Layne's profile. His face looked as if he was exhausted, 
but incredibly slutty, and Jerry was sure that whore loves his sensations. Closed eyes, frowned brows and 
half-opened mouth, on which fell thin dark strands: everything in Candy was so beautiful that for now Cantrell 
knew it won't take long time to cum. Layne realized it too, so his thin hand slid down to his crotch and then, 


arching tights and relishing final motions, he began to jerk off himself. 


Staley abruptly twitched and moaned, feeling warm Jerry's semen inside, so next second he felt that he 
couldn't handle with own feelings anymore. When Layne finally came too and sighed, a soft tired smile appeared 
on his face. He opened eyes and looked around the room, hearing Cantrells heavy breathe from behind, as he 
slowly began to pull back. A quiet cough cut the heavy air in the room that became so smug and warm with 
Jerry. Candy remembered last night well, and then he almost hated everything here, but now he loved it. It 
was a huge difference between two statements, because quarrel and anxiety darkened ambience even more 


than a night. 


A sweaty hand slowly ran through Layne's back and grabbed his dark curls. Cantrell pulled it and straightened 
his lover out, catching his breath and then turning Candy to himself. Staley looked right into Jerry's light blue 


eyes and smiled nasty, fixing own pants and jeans up. 


"Well, how ya, cowboy?" Layne sounded so carefree and cheerful, despite he had a lot of weird thoughts in his 
head. However, they both had it. Meantime, Jerry stared at Candy with a smirk on his face. He didn't know how 
their relationship will develop after this. On the one hand, Cantrell felt good with Layne and wanted to have 
some fun with him, but in the other they unlikely could actually dating, because Jerry wasn't ready, still 
scaring of his homosexual attraction to Candy. Perhaps a purely sexual relationship could arrange them 
anyways, because they both liked to play with each other. Unobtrusive flirting, winking and sex at any time of 
the day, though the same time the possession of each other, even if they not discussed it formally. This could 


to some extent save them from conflicts. In any case, they still in first place were friends. 


Fine." Jerry smiled and ran his fingers through Candy's hair, removing it back. Staley quickly pecked guitarist's 
lips and helped him to zip up jeans. Cantrell sighed and pulled away with no response, taking beer can from the 
table and heading to the mattress, while Layne was scoping him. His gaze fell from guitarist's long blonde hair 
down to his still a bit wet back, but Jerry as if didn't care about anything and supposed that what he did was 
enough to Candy. For sure, he tired and wanted to relax after almost sleepless nights with some shitty TV 


show and beer, but ignoring woman after having sex is actually a crime. 


Cantrell sat down on the mattress and leaned his back to the wall, opening beer and not even looking at his 
roommate. He turned on TV and stared to it, so his indifference made Layne pout and cross his arms, while he 


stood there, pressing his butt to the edge of the table. 
"Where have you been at least?" 


"| found a company somewhere and, well, was getting drunk the whole days." Jerry listlessly mumbled and 
shrugged, staring at some chick on the TV screen, so Layne crossly raised a brow. He wanted Cantrell's 
attention back and should do something, so then he quickly stepped up to him and sat down on man's thighs, 
disturbing viewing. Jerry took a sip of beer and glanced over Candy's shoulder at TV, who leaned down and 
began to kiss his chest. His soft hands gently stroked Cantrell's sides, as lips were slowly lifting up to the neck. 
Jerry sighed when Layne's tongue touched his earlobe. 


‘lm gonna fucking kill you if you'll keep ignoring me." He whispered and bit his lip pruriently. 


"Yeah?" Cantrell just continued watching TV and took one more sip. Layne resentfully frowned and slightly 
slapped Jerry's cheek, then turning guitarists head to himself and staring right to his eyes. 


"Don't try my patience." Layne threateningly and quietly said, but Jerry just laughed and put his can of beer on 
the floor besides the mattress. 


"So now | have to pay all my attention on you, girl?" 
"You asked for it by yourself when began to be such jealous douchebag." 


"You're like really cute." Jerry smiled, but the next second Candy closed his mouth with a kiss, wrapping one 
hand around guitarist neck and pressing own body to his, while Cantrell hugged him tightly. It was nothing 
serious between them, just a thing, but such nice thing the same time. 


Layne thought this redneck was the man that he wanted to belong only. Jerry was the one around who never 
called him Candy. Staley liked this nickname at first, but now he realized that it was making him just a sexual 

object, just a thing that somebody may use. Moreover, Layne understood that from the very beginning sexual 
attraction wasn't the primary thing in Jerry's attitude to him, although now it became a nice addition. 


Chapter 1. 


Everything went according to plan, and two men were interested only in each other. Their tacit dating worked 
as they thought, because they were together almost all the time, even if there was no romantic things 
between them. No one talked about love, everything revolved around the desire, but it was enough. Surely, 
people around noticed changes in their relationship and it caused many jokes, but for now they both didn't care. 
It was very weird to Jerry with his explosive character, but when he realized that Candy truly belonged to 
him, he was no longer angry with Mike. Anyway, they were bandmates and had to work with together, so 
moreover Layne was spending all the time with Diamond Lie. Despite Yanni sometimes called him and reminded 
of rehearsals, Candy always forgot about it, thus ignoring his friends. Staley's fascination with Cantrell was 
slowly ruining all their relationships around, because guys from Sleze were openly pissed off, plus some people 


lost their interest to already engaged bitch. 


However, Johnny wasn't the one who pestered Layne: in the room sometimes could be heard calls from the 
other person. Sam still haunted his debtor, and Candy didn't want to repay with his body. Moreover, he 
couldn't, because Jerry truly was jealous as shit to his whore somehow. He was such an owner and needed a 
proof of Layne's devotion, although they were just almost boyfriends. Hereby, Staley tried to delay his 
payment, but he knew that it was inevitably. 


Beside of these problems, Layne and Jerry got one more that often made them quarrel. Guys from Diamond 
Lie still had no vocalist and needed ‘this lark: in their band, but Candy always rejected this proposal for some 
reason, so impatient Cantrell surely often began to get angry about it. Nevertheless, when Jerry got an offer 


to open to some shitty local band, he hoped that it could help to persuade Staley to join them. 


‘Layne, c'mon, why not?" Cantrell whined, frowning and walking back and forth in the rehearsal room. Candy 


sighed and looked down, nervously fidgeting with the hem of his shirt. 
"| just can't, Jer." 


"Fuck! Why? You're fucking always with us! You're almost in our band already. You know, we can work together, 
uh, we're fucking awesome together. You.. You just must be with us!" Jerry quickly sat down on his haunches 
before Layne and stared at him inquisitively. "Don't bring me down" 


"It ain't about you.." Candy bit his lip and his soft hands touched guitarists cheeks, but then Cantrell sharply 


stood up and crossly spread his arms. 


"Why are you so fucking stubborn?!" Jerry almost screamed at his roommate, but when he noticed Layne's 
confused and upset face, heavily exhaled and toned down. “Alright. Join us for the one fucking concert. We just 
can't screw up. This is so good possibility to us. Layne, please." 


"Just for the one, | agree." Staley deeply sighed again and glanced up at his friend, who obviously wasn't 
completely satisfied, but still hoped that their joint performance would change Layne's mind. Candy truly 


wanted to be in Jerry's band, he liked Sean and Mike, but thoughts of Sleze haunted him. He didn't know how to 
say Yanni that he wants to quit them and join other band, so he felt so embarrassed every time hearing 
friend's disappointed voice. For sure, Johnny completely understood everything, so Layne's promise after first 
night when he met Jerry was just a lie. Thus, Staley didnt want to hurt anyone, meantime hurting even two 
people that he loved. Everybody waited for decide from him, but he couldn't handle with such pressure and 


confused even more. 


Anyway, Diamond Lie had to prepare for their first gig and they already had few songs for a small set. At the 
rehearsals four men looked like they were having fun with each other and every member of this band was 
great. In addition, Layne wanted Jerry to be his back vocalist and even if Cantrell wasn't pretty sure about his 
singing talent, Candy's confidence in his abilities supported him so much. They were spending all the days before 
the concert playing and trying to sing together, so Layne one moment found himself being actually a member 


of this band. 


In the day of the performance, Jerry was all the time very nervous. Surely, he had some gigs before, but it 
was another level, so he didn't want to screw up before the crowd, Layne and his bandmates. Maybe, Cantrell 
was too serious in cases of work-related, but Candy was a direct opposite. Staley looked carefree, relaxed and 
cheerful, as he was getting ready to the concert in the bathroom. He stood before the mirror and primped, 
trying to make a good hairdo with almost ended hairspray. When the result satisfied him, Layne smiled and 
took a black eyeliner, but Jerry's footsteps in the corridor of their room interrupted him. The bathroom door 
was opened, so Candy turned his head and raised his brows, licking the stylus. 


"Wanna me makeup your eyes too?" Staley pointed an eyeliner at Jerry, who was standing in the corridor, 
staring at him with a void look and thinking of forthcoming concert. When Cantrell realized what his roommate 


said to him, he crossly frowned and muttered: 
"Fuck, Layne!" 


He quickly went to the room and continued to go back and forth there. Seemed, it was his favorite pastime 
when he was nervous, and every time he looked funny to Candy, who just giggled and turned to the mirror, 
beginning to use his eyeliner. When he caused mascara and lipstick, thus finishing with own makeup, it was time 
to prepare Jerry, who couldn't do anything but get irritated from every little thing. Layne called him and 
smirked when Cantrell appeared in the doorway. Guitarists eyes glued to Candy's outfit, making him forget 
about gig for few seconds. He wore weird cowboy shoes, tight black jeans with a massive belt, white shirt and 
leather vest, so in whole, he looked awesome. Many jewelry complemented his clothes: rings on the fingers, 
bracelets and beads, long earrings, but the sweetest addition was actually his face. 


| guess | look good" Layne smirked, noticing Jerry's gape-seed, so Cantrell sighed and stepped up to his friend 
Candy took a hairbrush from the sink and began to combing Jerry's tangled hair quickly, sometimes making him 
frown a bit. "Relax, alright?" 


"What?" 


"| mean, you go around all day like you have a pain in the ass, then just relax." Staley softly smiled and then 
intently bit his lip, combing man's bang. 


"You know, being nervous is fucking normal, | just." 


"Close your eyes, sweetie.” Candy interrupted him and took a hairspray, so Cantrell irritably crossed his arms, 


but did what he said. Next second he felt a cold sensation on his head and shivered, making Layne giggle again. 


‘| mean, you know, it's okay, because, uh, this is my first fucking time... | mean, in Seattle." Jerry shrugged and 
opened his eyes, while Staley was almost finishing with his hairdo. He finally pulled away and admiringly looked 


at Cantrell with a wide smile. 
"Done!" 


"Oh Jesus, what the fucking faggy shit?" Jerry laughed when he turned his head to the mirror, but smile 
disappeared from Layne's face and he huffily pouted. 


"You don't understand anything in fashion" Candy lifted his nose and headed to the corridor, on the way 
harshly slapping guitarists ass. Jerry hoped that he could fix something while Layne wasn't near, but the next 


second his voice came from the room. "I'll resent you for a week if you touch your mega fucking cool hairdo!" 


After an hour and a half, members of Diamond Lie were at the backstage of the club, and Jerry became even 
more panicked with every minute. All his bandmates disappeared somewhere and Cantrell seen them only for 
few times. Guys talked to somebody, pottered with instruments and all the time ran somewhere. Despite a 
slight excitement, Mike and Sean were having fun, and Jerry couldn't say the same about himself. In his turn, 
Layne was confidently drinking a beer and greeting with every man that came to the backstage of small club. 


Thus, Cantrell had to fight with own worry with no help, so, to be honest, at first he didn't mind to be alone, 
because he always was very irritable in such situations, but when some local technician came to him and told 
that he has to go on the stage, he wanted Layne to be near. Jerry's hands began to tremble slightly, but he 
had nothing to do but step up to the big combo and pick up his guitar, meantime looking around in search of 
his roommate, although he couldn't find him in the field of view. Guitar strap quickly threw over Jerry's 
shoulder and he sighed, peering from doorway on the stage, in front of which already appeared a crowd. 
Surely, they came not for listen to Diamond Lie, but to open gig is an important task too. Even if Cantrell 
already has been through it all, he was afraid of possible failure, he didn't want to screw up the show, hit 
wrong notes or something else, but in the next moment gentle touch interrupted the stream of bad thoughts. 
Jerry sharply turned and smiled in relief, seeing Candy before. Singer was clearly in high spirits and held a 
bottle of whiskey in the hand, offering Jerry a drink, but guitarist just shook his head. He was queasy from 


nerves, so drinking would be a very bad idea 
"You're so serious.” Layne giggled and took a sip of whiskey, staring at Cantrell. "It's sexy.’ 


"Layne, you know, it's not the time to..” 


"Ah, man!" He sighed and hugged Jerry, pressing own chest to his, even if guitar made it quite difficult. Finally, 
his soft lips slightly touched Cantrell's cheek. "You're so fucking talented. | know you'll be great. Do you believe 


me?" 


"Well, yeah." Jerry laughed half-heartedly, wrapping his hands around Layne's thin body, as if he could save 
him from nerves and fear of first relatively large-scale performance. He would like to stand with Candy for 


few more minutes, but some guy's shout forced them to pull away from each other. "It's time to go." 
"Then go!" 
"And you?" 


"IIl join soon" Layne cheerfully ruffled Jerry's blonde hair, but when he noticed friend's suspicious look, 


immediately gave him a soothing smile. "C'mon, just start rocking, I'll join you!" 


Candy truly appeared onstage quite soon, and Cantrell couldn't help with a big smile as his friend began to 
move his hips to the beat of their music. Even if guys from Diamond Lie weren't much famous as the 
musicians here, Staley was a star, and the loud crowd definitely adored him. They had a twenty-minutes set 
for opening, which included almost only covers, but it started with "Social Parasite", the song, which Layne and 
Jerry wrote together just for fun. Candy was very confident and cheerful, making Cantrell's concern pass away 
by own movements and nasty sights, despite guitarist still was very concentrated on doing his job and playing 
all the riffs or solos clear. Staley proudly glanced at Jerry every time he sang with him and always smiled, as 
if accidently touching his shoulders or back. Surely, it wasn't involuntarily, Layne wanted to make fun at Jerry, 
disturbing him a bit, so it was pretty successful, because his roommate winced and blushed with a nervous 


smile every time as felt singer's unostentatious dabs. 


Cantrell became jealous as he watched Layne coming to Mike and hugging him, but it was just a part of 
Candy's plan of teasing. When he noticed Jerry's stern narrow look, he just smirked and winked to him, singing 
the chorus line of "Killing Yourself and dancing on the way. Staley slowly walked around his guitarist and quickly 
slapped his ass right at the one of the important moments when he was playing solo. Jerry bit his lip tensely 
and tilted his head back, trying to suppress sensations and concentrate again, despite it wasn't really easy with 
Layne's constant footsie. Between the songs, Candy talked with audience and laughed, so crowd always respond 


to him. He knew well how to work with public and probably made most of the show by his artistry. 


Meanwhile, Jerry loved everything that was around: Layne's amazing vocals and funny jumps, Mike's shots 
from his bass and headbanging people everywhere. It seemed, they really liked the sound of Diamond Lie, so 
realization of it helped Cantrell to relax a bit finally. Staley, in turn, liked to see how completely happy Jerry 
was. Layne was glad to think that he made this guy smile all the time, contrary to the bad things that 
happened in his life before. Being onstage with Cantrell was such good that Candy forgot about his trouble with 
Sleze. For now, he wanted to be only with Jerry and work with Diamond Lie, so, perhaps, men's hope to get 


Layne in the band as the vocalist got a chance to be justified. 


"Thank you, goodnight!" 


Noise muted Candy's cheerful voice after opening band finished the show with "Whatcha Gonna Do", the most 
significant song for Layne and Jerry, the lyrics of which purely reflected their last problems with each other. 


When the lights turned off, Cantrell gave his guitar to technician and walked to the backstage of the club, 
heavily breathing and trying to find his bandmates, which immediately managed to disappear somewhere. He got 
few slaps on the shoulder and praises from some dudes, but only seeing Mike and Sean standing nearby forced 
him to smile. Jerry quickly stepped to the two men and slapped hands with drummer, then brotherly hugging 
Starr. 


"Nice show, man!" Kinney laughed and ruffled guitarists hair, while Mike was handing him a cold bottle of beer. 
Jerry shook his head, trying to remove dangling bang from the face and exhaling. 


"Yeah, that was fucking awesome." Cantrell chuckled and opened his beer, immediately taking a healing sip of it. 
Being in the small room behind the scenes was quite difficult due to heat and the very loud music of main 
band came from the stage, in any case making the whole atmosphere unbelievable cool. Even so, Jerry looked 


around, because one detail was still lacked. "Where's Layne?" 
"| adore you, babe!" 


The answer wasn't long in coming. Jerry quickly turned to the familiar loud voice behind and the next moment 
Candy almost knocked him down by the sharp hug. Cantrell had no time to recover as Layne already hugged 


bandmates with a sweet childish smile. 


‘Oops, found!" Sean smirked, wrapping Layne's shoulder with the one hand and patting his cheek with the second. 
"Hey Layne, don't you wanna share your adoration with Mike and me? | think we no less deserve it after such 


hot performance, don't we?" 


"You all were fucking amazing, guys." Candy giggled, frowning from drummer's fingers a bit. "I'm the biggest fan 
of Diamond Lie in the world!" 


"You're our only fan, Layne." Starr respond with a laugh. 

"No longer! Not after such hot performance." Staley clicked his tongue and winked to Kinney at the same time, 
imitating his intonation. Meantime, backstage became almost empty, because all the people went to see other 
band's show, although sometimes someone still quickly ran past them, so the one of those few people, the guy 


that announced bands onstage, Franky, gave them a tempting offer, which forced them to change location 


"Congratulations! Your show was fucking great, buddies." Frank shook hand with every member of Diamond Lie 


and after hearing ‘thanks’ in chorus. "I think you earned free drinks from the bar, c'mon!" 


Sean and Mike quickly followed their savior from the swelter, yet Layne quickly grabbed Jerry's wrist and 


pulled guitarist to himself. He gently put hands on the Cantrells shoulders and leaned forward to him, giving a 
long soft kiss, which Jerry wanted the whole gig. He'd prefer to fuck Candy right there after his pranks 
actually, but for how he could only enjoy the taste of his tongue. 


After few minutes, they went to the club space and joined near the bar their two bandmates, which truly got 
their free booze and already had a few shots. Tired, but happy members of Diamond Lie thought that 
nothing's gonna ruin their excellent mood, but when Layne saw Yanni and Nick coming to them, he abruptly 
clutched Jerry's arm, making him gasp quietly. They were the last persons that he wanted to see right now, 
so the whole situation was incredibly confusing. Candy knew it was no place to hide, still hoping somehow that 


Cantrell could save him from the embarrassment. 


"Hi, Layne. Great show." Quiet Johnny's voice was heartbreaking to Staley, who nervously pulled the cigarette 
from the jeans pocket and quickly lightened it. 


"Hey, Nick!" Jerry gave a hand to Pollock with a wide smile, being glad to see him after long time. 


"Fuck you actually." Guitarist snapped and frowned, crossing his arms and staring at two guys before. He no 


more liked this weird redneck. He didn't like him since he literally stole the vocalist from Sleze. 


"Alright" Cantrell indifferently shrugged and turned away, heading to the bar and leaving Layne to solve his 
problems with himself, because he thought that he wasn't much help anyways. Candy sighed and scratched his 
head, glancing at the dirty floor and taking a long drag. 


"Why couldn't you just call and say that you're going to quit?” 
‘lm not going to quit you." Staley guiltily looked up at Yanni and bit his lip. "Well, | know it may look like this..." 


"Oh fuck! Really?!" Nick broke down and snarled loudly, not caring that his tone might force sensitive Layne to 
cry. Moreover, he deserved it, as he thought. Pollock wasn't going to stop actually, but Bacolas interrupted him. 


"Nick, calm down" He sighed deeply, seeing how Staley’s lips began to tremble slightly. Layne was looking like a 
child again, so Johnny decided to speak softer. He loved Candy and didn't want to hurt him, even if he allowed 
himself to do it against Yanni sometimes. It, for sure, never was intentionally, Layne just didn't think about the 
consequences, although his levity often involved him into troubles. "If you would just say, well.. That's alright. | 


think we can find a new vocalist.” 


"But you don't have to do it, I'm not quitting Sleze." Candy looked up at the celling, trying to suppress the tears 
and harshly exhaling. "I'm sorry, Yanni. | just.. l'm sorry I've missed the rehearsals. I'll be at the next, | 


promise." 


"Your promises are fucking nothing." Nick spat on the floor and rolled his eyes, when Bacolas gave him a 


disapproving look. "What, Yanni? Fucking tell me if I'm wrong!" 


Layne stood there totally stunned and stared at Johnny, hoping that he would protect him one more time, but 
bassist just said nothing. His silence was killing to Candy, who now realized how much he offended him by the 
disregard. However, deep inside, he knew that he doesn't want to be in Sleze anymore and the reason of it was 
Jerry. When Cantrell appeared, he just filled Layne's life with himself, and for now, there was no place to the 
other band. The same time, Staley truly loved Yanni, Nick and James, so he was too scared to say what he 
really thought about this situation Even if there was no sense to keep hold on to this relationship, Candy 
couldn't do anything better than take his most usual decision In his mind, it sounded like he's going to stay in 
Sleze and see what will happen, but in fact he just was going to bring everything to such a horrible state that 


his previous bandmates wouldn't care no more by themselves. 
"Johnny, |." 


"Alright, Layne, then come Tuesday." Bacolas nodded and Candy almost managed to sigh in relief, but the next 


second one more Nick's shout made him wanna cry even more. 


"Yanni, c'mon! Fuck it!" Pollock sharply spread his hands and frowned. "We can find a replacement. Someone who 
won't fucking forget about us because of a big dick!" 


‘Layne, just come Tuesday, alright?" Johnny quickly mumbled and pulled Nick along to the exit of the club 
before he would tell something else. When their figures disappeared outside, Candy was totally broken. Layne 
knew that everything's only his fault and needed some time to handle with it. He wanted to be alone for the 
few minutes and calm down, so the better way to do it is to go on the street. The same time, meeting Yanni 
and Nick again wasn't looked like a good idea, so Layne decided to exit through the back door. He didn't say 
anything to his friends and just quickly headed to the corridor, which, he knew, led to the small dark corner 
between two buildings. 


Layne finally harshly opened the heavy iron door and leaned back to the brick wall, trying to pull the cigarettes 
from the pocket. He was near to cry again, although having mascara wasn't conductive to tears. Candy didn't 
want Jerry or other guys see his face tear-stained, so he began to breathe deeply and slowly, hoping that it 
would help to suppress sobs. The door opened again and two men walked in the corner, yet Layne didn't even 
looked at them. He just didn't care about them and turned away, supposing that one more calming cigarette 
would be really helpful right now, however then his lighter refused to work Candy made few tries and then 
irritably threw it on the ground. 


"Shit!" He hissed and sobbed quietly, wiping own cheeks and sighing, but the next second the hand of one of 
these two men appeared right before his nose. Staley turned his hand and looked up and this guy, who handed 


him own lighter. 


"Who hurt you, Layne?" Sam asked feigningly softly and smirked, seeing how Candy crossed his arms and again 
pressed his back to the wall. 


"l'm not really about fucking talking with you right now." Singer snapped and looked to the side, where were 


visible passing cars sometimes. Layne would like to run away and hide somewhere from coming unpleasant 


conversation, but he knew it was useless. 
"What? Your boy toy found out that you're just a whore?" 
"Sam, fuck off" 


Man just laughed and he obviously was high. Layne knew that his tone would get him into the big troubles. 
Anyway, he couldn't restrain himself anymore. Candy was enough stressed by the previous incident with his 
bandmates, which killed the entire good mood after the gig, but now situation threatened to become a much 
worse conflict. Understanding this completely finished off Layne in a moral sense, becouse he guessed that it 
wouldn't be so easy to get rid of Sam. 


"I heard you have a performance with your new boyfriend's band and, you know, | couldn't miss it. You were 


fucking sweet." 


‘Oh, I'm glad you like it, honey.” Candy replied gently and smiled, doing everything very falsely on purpose. Staley 
was looking like he was challenging Sam, even if he deeply knew that his outward confidence might piss this man 


off. 


"You know, Layre, you hurt my feelings." Sam said quietly and exhaled the cigarette smoke at Candy's face. 
"Ignored my calls, said to go fuck myself. You know, | don't like when something that belonged to me just 
disappears." 


"We broke up, man, | no longer belong to you since that time." Layne's voice began to sound less confident, 
when Sam stepped even closer and almost pressed him to the wall with own body. His sight was directed right 
into Staley's big blue eyes, which for now began to get filled with tears. Sam knew that Layne hated him by his 
gaze, but meantime noticed the fear that Candy was trying to hide so hard. 


"You're fucking wrong. You belonged to me after we broke up, but it doesn't matter." Sam grinned and leaned 
down to Layne's neck. His nose slightly touched it and the hot breath forced Candy to cringe. "The matter thing 
is you still have a debt" 


"Sam, I'll pay the rest" He whispered and turned his head aside from the man, biting lip nervously. It became 
very difficult to suppress the tears, but Layne was still holding himself in his hands. Singer couldn't do 


anything, but pray that Jerry would come for the some reason and save him. 


"C'mon, Layne, you don't have a money." Sam laughed and pulled away. "Do you want a personalized offer? Ill 


fuck you right here and we're quits." 


A smirk came from the side. Layne quickly turned his head to the familiar face of the man, who all this time 
stood there, smoked and smiled. 


"Oh, | almost forgot." Sam shrugged and nodded at his mate. "Yes, | asked our old friend to help for now. It's 


only for you, Layne. Double pleasure." 


"W-who is he?" Candy quietly mumbled, panicky looking at this guy and pressing to the wall as much as it was 
possible, as if it could hide him from these two men. 


"Don't you remember him? Huh, Ray once came on your sweet face, babe." 


"Sam, please, let me go." Staley begged barely audible, but Sam laughed and closed to him again, immediately 
running hands over the thin hips. Layne closed his eyes and the cold tears flowed down his cheeks. He didn't 
want to be raped by Sam again, he didn't want to be beaten, so all what he wanted was Jerry near, but it was 
silence over there. Meanwhile, the second guy unhurriedly was finishing smoking a cigarette, this way letting 


Sam to do all the nasty things that he wanted to. 


Just when Sam's hand touched Layne's strap to undo it, the door noisily opened and already quite drunk 
Cantrell fell out of the club corridor. Candy managed to gasp loudly and sharply wince, when he made a try to 


escape Sam, but the next moment a hard slap forced him to cringe again. 


"Hey, get fucking out of him!" Jerry frowned and immediately headed to Sam, obviously overestimating his 
capabilities. This time Ray didn't stay aside, so he harshly punched guitarist in the ribs, using his drunkenness 
and own position behind. Jerry from unexpectedness fell on the ground and coughed, while Layne was on the 


verge of hysteria. Everything happened so fast and only now Candy could feel the taste of blood in the mouth. 


Ray spat on the ground and grabbed Jerry's long hair, intending to raise him on the feet and punch again, but 
Layne clinched Sam's arms and loudly sobbed. 


"Please, don't touch him!" After this Layne's phrase, Sam frowned and stared into Candy's eyes silently, so 
even Ray stopped and released Cantrell's hair from the hand, waiting for the command. "Sam, please, | beg 


you!" 


Layne closed his eyes and pursed lips tensely, hearing Jerry's coughs and feeling how his lips and fingers were 
trembling. He felt how Sam's forehead pressed to his cheek and the grip weakened, so when he glanced at him 
again, barely seeing due to the stream of tears, man slowly pulled away. He looked very irritated and angry 


because of Jerry's interference, but for the some reason he didn't want to hurt Candy so much. 


"| don't know how you did it this time, bitch, but fuck it." He said low and Layne shaky exhaled, hoping that it's 
the end, but before two men left, Sam leaned down and sharply punched Jerry somewhere in the head. Candy 
abruptly rushed to his friend and fell to his knees beside him, hearing the hard footsteps of two men, which 

both headed to the street. 


Cantrell groaned and put the hands over his face, while Layne couldn't stop crying and began to stroke his 
body and hair very carefully. Jerry's pain wasn't very strong because of the alcohol, although all around was 


buzzing and when he opened eyes, everything darkened, despite he still could see Candy's shapes before. 


‘lm sorry, Jerry, I'm so fucking sorry." He mumbled quickly, wiping eyes and sobbing unstoppable. 


"Fu-u-uck.." Jerry moaned and slowly sat up, trying to look around and refuse. When he finally was able to 


focus the look on Layne's face, he frowned and asked, noticing the blood drops on his lips. "Are you okay?" 
"l-Im fine." Candy began to breathe heavily, as if choking, so Jerry sighed and hugged him, still wrinkling from 
the headache. Layne buried face in Cantrell's chest and wrapped his hands around his back, continuing quiet 
mumbling. "You don't even know how fucking sorry | am. Jer, please, forgive me." 

Its not your fault, mon. Sorry | left you." Guitarist whispered, meantime thinking of own futility. The second 
time he was involved in fight with somebody by himself and became beaten right on the Layne's eyes. But 
Candy didn't care about it. All he cared about is Jerry's state of health, and nothing more. 


"How's your head?" Layne pulled away and carefully put Cantrell's hair behind. Jerry shrugged and barely 
smiled, knowing that it would be better to tell that everything's alright: 


"Fine." 


"And stomach? Where did that asshole hit you? Here?" Staley attentively stared at Jerry, gently touching his 


torso in the different places. 


"Layne, c'mon, | told you I'm okay. Stop fucking around, I'm not a child" He replied a bit irritably, rolling eyes, 
but the next second Candy huffily pouted and quickly lifted up friend's shirt. 


"But you have a scratch!" Layne exclaimed and quickly stood up, then giving a hand to Jerry and helping him to 
raise on the feet too. When Cantrell lifted up and dusted himself off, he realized how fixiedly and anxiously 
Candy was looking at him meantime. 


"What? | won't die because of scratch! | just fell!" 


"We need to go home, Jer. No, better call the ambulance right here from the club." Layne almost opened the 
door, but Jerry quickly gripped his wrist and pulled him to himself. 


"Listen, | know you're under stress, but stop telling stupid shit" Cantrell said quietly and crossly, staring at 
Layne and clutching his hand. 


"But you may have a concussion!" Candy replied indignantly. 
"No, | don't." 


"But. 


"No, Layne. No!" Jerry snapped this time loudly, but when he saw Staley's eyes were becoming wet with tears 


again, he sharply kissed him. Layne quietly moaned and pressed to his roommate, slightly touching guitarists 
cheeks with the both hands, while Cantrell tightly hugged him again, feeling the taste of his salty blood. 


An hour later, Jerry was laying on the native mattress in the dark room and watching TV, while his roommate 
searched for peroxide in the toilet locker. Layne was glad that they managed to catch a car and quickly 
reached the home. He felt pretty much calmer, although constant thoughts of possible consequences after 
punches that Jerry got didn't left his head. Candy couldn't handle with the guilt and knew that his excessive 
concern might irritate Jerry. But it didn't actually. When Layne came back with a small bottle of peroxide, 
Cantrell found himself understanding that only his mom looked at him this way before. 


"Hey, let's treat your scratch.’ Layne smiled and sat down on the mattress beside Jerry. Candy washed the 
spread about mascara and blood from face, so for now he was looking peaceful and good, despite of small 
barely visible wound on the corner of the mouth. Cantrell gave his roommate a stern look, because he still 
didn't want to deviate from the image of own well-being before Layne, despite secretly thought that he was 
right. Anyway, Jerry was too prideful just to agree and needed to grumble a bit. 


‘Its not necessary. Don't look at me like I'm a fucking cripple.” 


"And you don't be such stubborn asshole. You know, I'm not really sure | wanna stuck with your blood 


poisoning.” Staley replied and slightly touched Cantrell's stomach, lifting up his shirt with fingers. 
"How many times have | to say that I'm fine?" 


"As many as you want to. l'm glad to hear it" Candy chuckled, opening the peroxide bottle and moistened cotton 
pat with it, so the next second Jerry pursed his lips and winced when Layne carefully pressed it to his 


scratch. 
"Shit! It stings!" He barked, as if it was completely Staley's fault, but Candy just laughed and continued treating. 


After few more times, Jerry got used to it and even stopped frowning, so Layne finally sighed and put the 
bottle on the floor, feeling friend's gaze on himself. Candy glanced up at him too and smiled softly. There was 
something like a silent thankfulness to each other, which was good enough, even if had no words. Well, exactly 
words were the unnecessary things that deep night. Layne tiredly laid down on the mattress near to Jerry and 
hugged him with one hand, putting head on his shoulder and closing eyes. Cantrell took a TV remote and turned 
it off, sighing and making room completely dark. Too much happened per previous day, yet they both eventually 
were happy that it ended not such bad as it might be. 


Chapter 8. 


The complete monopolist Cantrell didn't give up and continued to persuade Layne. He still didn't find a vocalist, 
so it would be really good if Candy was in his band. Moreover, Jerry just needed him, but he obviously wasn't 
the one who followed this purpose. Layne was literally torn by the guys from Sleze and Diamond Lie. Well, at 
least Sam didn't disturb him anymore, so it was the one facilitating circumstance among the new conflicts 


between him and Jerry. 


This time Candy kept his promise before Johnny and truly began to work with his band, they even gave a gig, 
which made Yanni happy, but Cantrell meanwhile was very jealous and angry by Layne's constant absence at 
the rehearsals. Despite Staley formally was in Sleze, everyone noticed his discomfort and uncertainty in the 
own choice. Thus, Jerry was fed up with Layne's hesitancy and he finally decided to do something, even if it 
might be rough. 


It was something like ‘alright, if you don't wanna be in our band, we'll find someone else’, so after Candy 
realized Cantrell's position, jealousy became the regular guest in his head too. Guys from Diamond Lie began to 
hold auditions, which every time offended Layne, yet he always tried to make a look like he doesn't even care 
and, furthermore, like he's glad for them. Problems with work always leave an imprint on the personal life, so 
Jerry and Layne's relationship wasn't an exception. It would seem that these constant verbal skirmishes 
between them could last forever, but they both began to get tired of it. In Cantrell's mind, a good provocation 
could help with it. They couldn't find someone who would be better than Layne and in desperation almost took 
some guy that was a bad singer actually, but then stoned Mike and Sean gave a good idea to Jerry. Well, 


maybe, it seemed good only to him, because in whole it was the most stupid thing ever. 


When members of Diamond Lie once again smoked and drank in the rehearsal, Mike in jest told that they must 
to take a stripper on the place of singer if they want to get such whore as Candy, so Sean just laughed, yet 
his laugher stopped, when he saw Jerry's enthusiastic face. For the some reason, Cantrell supposed that to 
push down on the Staley's jealousy more could work. Sean and Mike unanimously decided that Jerry's fucked up 
dickhead, but both agreed just for fun. Layne every time looked to them during auditions, so it was easy to 
plan it. 


When Staley walked in the corridor of the Music Bank, heading to the rehearsal room, the noise in it seemed 
suspicious to him. He frowned and quickly opened the door, immediately noticing inside a half-naked dancing guy 
and these three idiots, which were sitting on the couch and laughing their asses off, surely, with beer cans in 


their hands. 
"What the fuck is going on?!" 
"We're looking for a singer." Jerry muttered through laughter and glanced up at totally pissed off Layne, so for 


now he could clearly see that his roommate was already drunk. Sean, understanding the situation, almost fell 


from the couch, while Mike, who couldn't help with guffaw too, slapped Cantrell's shoulder cheerfully. 


"Awl You know, fuck you!" Candy almost shouted and stormed off, leaving Jerry completely stunned. Well, he 
wasn't alone in the stupor, because the stripper didn't understand what was happening too. 


‘Ooh, it seems someone got in trouble." Mike laughed loudly, giving a high five to Sean. Sure, it wasn't 
unexpectedly to them, because they from the very beginning knew that such jokes doesn't work with the 


chicks. "C'mon, nerd, go catch your princess!" 
"Shit!" 


Cantrell hiccupped and quickly stood up, then following Layne and hitting all the things on the way. He ran and 
finally caught up with Candy, still holding a beer can in the hand and trying not to stumble somewhere. 


"Jerry, fuck off” Layne snapped, knowing that his friend was following him and speeding up the step. Candy 
didn't want to talk with him anymore, even to see him, but Jerry wasn't about leave him alone, so the next 
second his hand slightly touched singer's shoulder. Layne obviously didn't appreciate this and withdrew his hand, 
then quickly pulling the keys from the jeans pocket and not even looking at his friend behind. 


"Man, c'mon..." 
"No, fuck you." 
"Layne!" 


"Nol" Candy pursed his lips tensely and rapidly opened the room door, but before hide inside, he turned to 
Jerry and looked at him angrily. "Please, just go there and continue your shitty audition. Good luck to you and 
your fucking band." 


Staley slid into the room through a small door slit and closed it with a slap right before Cantrell's nose, but 
Jerry at once took a doorknob and pushed it on himself, although he wasn't able to get inside. Offended Candy 


was holding the door handle too and resisting for almost a minute, until guitarist just began to knock loudly. 


"What?!" Staley abruptly opened the door and Jerry even staggered in surprise, staring at his friend drunkenly 
and still quietly hiccupping. Cantrell didn't take Layne's rage seriously and thought that it would be easy to get 


forgiveness, so in addition he had some bad things in the head. 


"Dude, it's just a joke, stop being such fucking pussy." Jerry smirked and took a sip of beer, watching Layne 
going deeper into the room. At least, he left the door opened, so Cantrell took it as another sign, something like 
a way that bitch was showing what he really wanted to. 


"Me being pussy?!" Candy crossed his arms and gave Jerry an indignant look, trying so hard to show how 
greatly he was offended. Well, he really was very angry due to friend's idiotic antics, but they both knew that 
Cantrell shouldn't do much to fix it. 


"Yeah actually." Guitarist laughed and, after he closed the door, lazily stepped to Layne, who still stood in the 
middle of a small room and burned him with a gaze. Jerry put his can on the table and looked at singer 


questioningly, smiling confidently and raising a brow. 


"Oh, is it funny To you, sweetie? I'm happy for your good mood, but I'm not into it right now, sorry.” Candy 
resentfully exclaimed and waved his long arms, turning head aside from roommate and wrinkling his nose. He 
was really near cry, because thought for a moment that Jerry really still was just laughing at him, so Cantrell 
understood that its the limit and there will be no more opportunity to do what was supposed to be done. 


"Then you will be." Jerry said quietly and grabbed Layne's shoulders, then sharply pressing him to the wall with 


own body. He was screwed and did everything a bit sloppy, meantime being completely sure in own intentions. 


"Hey, no! | don't want! Jerry, don't Touch me." Candy whined and began to resist, yet his tries to push Cantrell 


away weren't successful, thus then his movements and voice became much softer. “Jerry, don't... 


"M-hm?" Jerry quickly turned Layne and pressed him against the wall again, with both hands rudely lifting 
down his shorts and hearing the frequent heavy breathing. 


"What are you d-doing?" Staley moaned quietly, closing eyes and feeling how guitarists fingers penetrated 
under the boxers elastic band and pulled it down next to shorts. He somehow wanted to keep taking the role of 


victim, despite the whole situation was making him extremely horny. 
"Exactly what you want me to do." Jerry smirked and bit his lip, then quickly licking own fingers and pressing it 
to Layne's entrance. Surely, he understood that Candy was no longer offended or something and wanted him 


very bad, but if he wanted to play, Cantrell could support the game. 


"No, l." singer once more started to resist verbally, but the next moment interrupted himself with a loud gasp 


when Jerry's fingers slowly pushed in. 

"Yes, Layne." 

Cantrell began thrusting, while his other hand was slowly stroking Candy's hip. He liked the way he could calm 
lover down every time he got angry. IT always worked and it was pleasant. For now, as always, Jerry felt how 


his jeans became unbearable tight as he was staring at his slutty moaning bitch. 


"Harder!" Layne gave up and begged, making Cantrell chuckle. Well, if they were still playing with each other, 
Jerry to the contrary slowly pulled fingers out from him. 


"You told you don't wanna" He grinned, hearing irritable Candy's groan Staley turned his head and looked at 


Jerry over the shoulder, slowly removing the strands of dark hair from the barely opened mouth. 


"Well, didn't you believe me anyway?" 


"Sure | didn't." Jerry shrugged and slightly slapped Layne's ass, giving him to know its time to turn. 


"Good boy." Candy smiled lascivious and licked his lips, pressing back to the wall and staring right at Jerry's 


blue eyes. He patiently waited for demand, which came the next second: 


"Pull this shit off and get on the mattress." Cantrell replied and went back a bit, with a smirk watching how 
Layne slowly leaned down, downed shorts and boxers to the feet and then stepped out of it. When Candy 
straightened his back, he winked to Jerry and sat on the knees on the edge of the mattress, exactly following 
lover's words. Guitarist walked to Layne and ran his fingers through the dark hair of his whore, feeling how his 
tongue touched the jeans zipper. Candy's teeth snapped of the slider and pulled it down, while his both hands 
squeezed Jerry's thighs. 


When Layne finally pulled boyfriend's jeans and pants up to the knees, he glanced up at him nasty, immediately 
beginning to stroke his already hard cock and tasting a pre-cum. Candy's tongue moved around the tip quickly 
and gently, forcing Jerry to arch his back and moan, but even if he wanted to come into Layne's mouth, they 
both knew that it would be better to stop prelude after few long movements. Staley closed his eyes, feeling 
how Jerry's grab was becoming stronger, and began to move up and down his dick, trying to get the full- 
length as fast as it was possible. However, his practice allowed him to take cock in the throat almost fully 
after few motions, so when Cantrell's breathing began to stray, Layne, who always clearly realized the feelings 
of the partner, slowly pulled away and made a few long licks from the base to the top, staring at his man 


from below inquisitively. 


Jerry released Staley's hair from the fist and exhaled deeply, watching how his slut slowly laid back on the 
mattress and spread skinny legs before him. Cantrell liked the way Layne was looking when he did it. Something 
between innocent girl and fucking whore, yet the both of such Candy's statements turned Jerry on very much. 
While guitarist kneeled down between his legs and began to jerk off himself, Staley quickly pulled off own t- 
shirt and smiled softly. 


"You're beautiful, Jer." 


Cantrell chuckled in response, removed shirt too and leaned down to Layne, resting one hand to the mattress 
near lover's head and lifting up his leg with another. He pursed lips tensely and entered Candy, staring at his 
face and pressing own chest to his. Jerry could feel the vibes of Staley's loud moans as he began to move 
hardly and deeply, while singer wrapped his hands around lover's neck and tilted his head back. He adored how 
so close they were to each other and sensation of the whole bodies touching made a loud groans came from 
his mouth. Cantrells a bit sweaty skin rubbed against Layne's, as his motions began to pick up speed. 


Staley moaned in relief, when his hand quickly removed back Jerry's hanging hair, which made breathing of two 
men quiet difficult, but then hard thrusting made him almost cry. His man wasn't really gentle this time, his 
movements were slightly rude and sharp, but Layne loved it. Candy loved how concentrated Jerry's face was 
as he fucked him, he loved how he always literally filled him by the size and, finally, he loved Cantrell's desire 


to possess the whore. He was the one who managed to cast Layne in that role. 


"Fucking slut!" Jerry smirked and bit his lip, feeling Candy's hot lips on the neck. His kisses were so soft, but he 
sometimes bite his lover, trying to take his patience. Despite of familiar pain, he wanted Jerry to be faster, 
and finally gave him a hard slap on the ass, which forced guitarist to gasp loudly. Cantrell frowned and quickly 
gripped both Layne's hands, then pressing in to the mattress above his head and significantly increasing the 


pace. 


Candy no longer could suppress short screams, which sometimes were too loud that Jerry needed to shut his 
pretty mouth. When their lips finally touched, they both groaned in unison, feeling the same burning sensation 
from below. Cantrell was already tired due to the constant fast pushing into his friend and Layne, in his turn, 
was totally overwhelmed from their closeness. Jerry interrupted the kiss and buried nose in Staley's neck with 


a moan, trying to push himself to the maximum rate and once more making his bitch scream. 


Guitarist slightly raised himself on the hands and looked at Layne, understanding that they both are close. 
Candy's face with half-opened mouth, pouty lips from sucking and closed eyes was so sweet and slutty, so 
seeing it before cuming was Jerry's favorite thing in the world He made a few more harsh thrusts and finally 
came into his whore, tilting his head back and exhaling heavily. Cantrell felt how Candy twitched and then heard 


a final loud moan, which gave to know that he's good. More than good. 


Jerry slowly lowered his head and smiled, seeing how lovingly Layne was looking at him meantime. With a deep 
sigh, Cantrell released his wrists from own hands and pulled away, however then almost immediately laid down 
at roommate's body, pressing cheek to his shoulder and trying to catch a breath. He felt how Staley's fingers 
began to stroke his long hair carefully and it was undoubtedly amazing, but Jerry had to interrupt it to ask 
one damned question once more. Layne giggled as he felt Cantrell's tongue moving along his neck, so when 


guitarist lifted up his head and looked at him quizzically, he knew well what this dodger wanted to say. 


"Well, what do you think about to join Diamond Lie, babe?" Jerry laughed when Layne playfully rolled his eyes, 
but when their eyes met again, his sight seemed serious. Candy didn't want him to make an auditions anymore 
and, moreover, he didn't want him to work with other guy on the place of vocalist. He knew that he had to 
make a decision once, even if it might hurt someone. Well, anyways, it's better than to do anything and hurt 


everyone. 
"Fuck you and fuck it. I'm in your band" Layne sighed with a soft smile, so even he waited for kiss or hug 
from Jerry, his expectations were not fulfilled Cantrell victoriously laughed, straightened his back and stood up 
on the knees, making Candy pout a bit. 


"I told them it would work!" He shrugged with a wide smile and shook his cock at Layne before hide it under 
pants. "| always knew my not so little boy would help one day!" 


"Ugh, you're just disgusting." Staley made a disgust grimace in jest and then giggled again. "Fucking asshole." 
"Hysterical bitch." 


Layne sat up and put both hands around Jerry's waist, staring at his stupid smile, which was just everything 


to him. When Candy realized that he couldn't handle with himself anymore, he quickly got on the knees too and 
sharply kissed Cantrell, taking his hands and wrapping it around own body. Jerry smiled through the kiss and 
tightly pressed Layne to himself, as he asked for, yet in the next moment Staley slightly pulled away to say 
one thing, which probably supposed to be serious, but somehow was uttered through the soft quiet laughter. 


"I just love you, Jerry.” 


